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My  suit  is  made  of  virgin  wool! 

We  don’t  care  what  the  sheep  do  in  their  spare  time! 

A wolf  in  sheep’s  clothing ! 

But  he’s  my  biggest  competition! 

To  swerve  and  detect! 

That’s  non-sequiturd! 

I still  like  a rear  end  approach  to  the  proble. 

I stand  behind  all  my  men! 

Favouring  a classical  position. 

Case  closed! 

About  time! 

If  you  assholes  knew  how  to  get  off  you  ass  and  stop  fucking  up... 
EngCom  Chairperson:  When’s  the  next  Toike  cumming  out? 

Ed:  Barry,  I thought  that  was  outlined  in  our  letter! 

MMSer:  I’m  at  a loss  for  words— so  I’ll  just  make  a fool  of  myself  silently. 

Crepemaker:  That’s  the  tenth  window  I broke  today — better  start  ruining  the  drapes. 

Johnny  Carson’s  Band:  Dah-da-da-dah-dahhh! 

Q:  I smell  something  burning. 

Nose-Wike:  Coincidence?  I just  farted! 

Abused  Joke:  Hi!  Me  again!  Anyone  see  my  mother-in-law? 

Mother-in-law:  Bahhhh! 

Mech:  Attention  class.  Nov.  1 7 is  Big  Steel  Day. 


A.W.K.E.S.P. 

Editurs: 

Sherlock: 

A Ram: 

Lights: 

Caesar: 

Classical  Greek: 
Excitable: 

L.B.: 

Con  Sprite: 

Staff:  N 

Editur’s  Revenge: 


A.W.K.E.S.P.  says,  "Bend  over,  I'll 
drive."  For  a complete  story,  with 
glossy  pictures  and  horrid  writing  turn 
to  page. ..oh,  never  mind! 


**  WARNING  ** 

EXPLICIT  LANGUAGE  — SCENES  OF  SEX  AND  VIOLENCE 

Although  intended  to  be  entertaining,  some  people  may  find  the  content  of  this  publication  to  be 
offensive  or  embarassing.  We  can  only  ask  that  you  use  discretion  in  your  reading. 

If  you  wish  to  make  yourself  heard,  you  may  send  a ' 'Letter  to  the  Editor.  ’ ' Letters  are  subject  to 
editing  for  brevity.  All  letters  must  be  signed  and  must  carry  a telephone  number  for  verification. 
Names  may  be  withheld  be  request.  Our  mailing  address  is:  the  Toike  Oike 
10 kings's  College  road,  Basement  B670,  Toronto, Ontario,  M5s  1A1 

All  letters  not  published  automatically  become  the  property  of  the  Toike  Oike.  We  regret  that  we 
cannot  answer  each  letter  individually,  but  a self-addressed  stamped  envelope  will  at  least  ensure  the 
return  of  a submitted  letter. 
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DEARGODIVA’S  BOX: 

I wish  to  apply  for  a vasectomy 
operation  to  ensure  my  sterility.  The 
reasons  for  this  are  numerous  and, 
after  being  married  for  seven  years 
and  having  seven  children,  I have 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  most  of 
the  methods  of  contraception  are 
absolutely  useless. 

After  I got  married,  I was  told  to  use 
the  rhythm  method.  Despite  trying  the 
Tango  and  the  Samba,  my  wife 
became  preqnant  and  I suffered  a 
hernia  while  doing  the  Cha-Cha.  Apart 
from  the  obvious  deficiencies,  where 
the  hell  can  you  get  a dance  band  at  5 
o’clock  in  the  morning? 

A doctor  suggested  that  we  use  the 
"Safe  Period”  after  this,  but  at  the 
time,  we  were  living  with  my  in-laws 
and  we  had  to  wait  three  weeks  for  the 
house  to  be  empty  for  a "Safe  Period”. 
Needless  to  say,  this  d'dn’t  work  either. 

A lady  of  several  years'  experience 
informed  us  that  if  we  made  love  while 
breast  feeding  it  would  be  all  right.  It’s 
hardly  "Canadian  Club",  but  I did  finish 
up  with  silky  hair,  a clear  skin,  and  my 
wife  pregnant  again. 

Another  old  wives'  tale  was  if  my 
wife  jumped  up  and  down  after 
intercourse,  that  would  prevent 
pregnancy.  After  constant  breast 
feeding  from  our  earlier  attempts,  if  my 
wife  were  to  jump  and  down,  she  would 
finish  up  with  two  black  eyes,  and 
eventually  knock  herself  unconscious. 

I asked  a pharmacist  about  the 
sheath.  He  demonstrated  how  easy  it 
was  to  use,  so  I bought  a packet.  My 
wife  became  pregnant  again,  which 
doesn’t  surprise  me,  as  I fail  to  see 
how  stretching  a rubber  over  the 
thumb,  as  the  pharmacist  showed  me, 
can  prevent  pregnancy. 

She  was  then  supplied  with  a coil, 
and  after  several  unsuccessful 
attempts  to  fit  it,  we  realized  that  we 
got  one  with  a left-hand  thread,  and  my 
wife  is  definitely  a right-hand  screw. 

The  diaphragm  or  “Dutch  Cap” 
came  next.  We  were  very  hopeful  with 
this  method,  as  it  didn't  interfere  with 
our  sex  life  at  all  But,  alas,  it  gave  my 
wife  a number  of  headaches.  Even 
though  we  got  the  largest  size 
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available,  it  was  just  too  tight  across 
her  forehead. 

Finally,  and  in  desperation,  we  tried 
the  pill.  At  first  it  kept  falling  out.  Then 
we  realized  that  we  were  doing  it 
wrong.  My  wife  started  to  put  it 
between  her  knees,  thus  preventing 
me  from  getting  anywhere  near  her  at 
all. 

You  must  appreciate  my  problem.  If 
this  operation  is  not  a success,  we  will 
have  to  resort  to  oral  sex,  and  just 
talking  about  it  can  never  be  a 
substitute  for  the  real  thing. 

Graduate  Eng.  Sci.  6T9 

DEARGODIVA’S  BOX: 

I’ve  been  wondering:  What  do 
Industrial  Engineers  do? 

Dean  Slemon 

DEARGODIVA’S  BOX: 

I am  in  the  faculty  of  Arts  and  Science 
and  therefore  too  insignificant  to  pay 
attention  to. 

Arthur  L.  Fartsi 

DEAR  OMINOUS: 

I saw  a sign  at  U of  T that  said  "Disarm 
Rapists.” 

My  question  is  why  should  we  cut  off 
their  arms,  I mean,  shouldn’t  it  be 
something  else,  like,  y'know 

MissO.Gionni 

DEARGODIVA’S  BOX: 

I am  a F!  rosh  attending  U of  T for  the 
first  time  this  year. 

I paid  a lot  of  incidental  fees  and  I in- 
tend to  get  my  money's  worth.  I paid 
$1 .25  for  the  Varshitty  newspaper.  Ob- 
viously too  much  for  a newspaper 
whose  best  asset  is  its  coverage  of 
women's  field  hockey  scores. 

In  order  to  get  my  money’s  worth,  I 
take  about  20  Varshitties  and  make 
paper  airplanes  to  throw  during  the 
Con  Hall  lectures.  According  to  my 
calculations,  at  20  newspapers  per  lec- 
ture I will  be  flying  at  a profit  after  my 
third  lecture.  If  I keep  this  up  I will  be 
able  to  pay  my  way  through  University. 

T.K.  MMS  8T6 


DEAR  GODIVA’S  BOX: 

I am  also  a Flrosh  attending  Skule  for 
the  first  time.  I want  to  get  my  money's 
worth,  too. 

I’m  not  worrying  about  $1 .25  for  the 
Varshitty,  I’m  worried  about  my  $1 4.00 
that  went  to  SAC. 

I found  out  real  fast  that  "Oh,  bqy! 
SAC  SUX! "I  would  never  get  my 
$1 4.00  worth  unless  I joined  the  Gay 
Marxist  Student  Association,  or  the 
feminists. 

Instead  of  taking  20  Varshitties,  I go 
to  the  SAC  office  and  take  a carton  of 
typewriter  paper.  It's  really  easy:  just 
tell  them  you  need  it  for  posters  adver- 
tising a rally  supporting  abortions  for 
homosexuals.  It  works  every  time! 

I do  this  before  every  Con  Hall  lec- 
ture. Not  only  have  I already  paid  for 
my  SAC  fee,  but  for  most  of  my  extra 
$100  "special"  fee.  The  paper  makes 
great  planes! 

Phil  Atio  EngSci8T6 

DEARGODIVA’S  BOX: 

I think  this  paper  airplane  thing  has  got 
ft)  stop.  Dean  Wright  and  Dean  Slemon 
have  also  registered  similar  sentimen- 
ts. From  now  on,  anyone  who  flies 
paper  airplanes  will  be  put  on  Double 
Secret  Probation. 

Dean  Hewitt 

DEAR  GODIVA’S  BOX: 

Why  are  all  these  people  named 
’Dean’? 

N.Otherfrosh  Elec8T6 

DearGodiva’s  Box: 

Talk  about  crazy  sexual  capers! 
Listen  to  this  one! 

I was  walking  up  Yonge  Street,  just 
wasting  my  time,  when  this  great 
looking  bimbo  walks  up  to  me  and  asks 
me  for  a date!  What  could  I say?  No 
girl  ever  walked  up  to  me,  clear  out  of 
the  blue  and  asked  me  for  a date 
before!  But  that’s  not  the  best  part. 
After  saying  "sure!”  I asked  whether 
she  wanted  to  go  to  a movie  or  maybe 
have  dinner,  and  she  said  it  won't  be 
necessary.  Instead  she  invites  me 
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straight  to  her  apartment,  which  was 
only  around  the  corner.  When  she  got 
there,  she  takes  off  her  clothes  without 
saying  anything  and  asks  me  to  fuck 
her.  I did  and  it  was  great.  Then  she 
asked  for  fifty  dollars  or  so  for  cabfare 
to  Mississauga,  where  she  lives,  which 
was  o.k.  since  I couldn’t  drive  her 
'cause  I don’t  have  a car.  Anyways,  it 
was  the  best  date  I ever  had! 

Joe  Firosh 

Dear  Godiva: 

I am  confined  to  a wheelchair  and 
would  like  to  know  who  is  responsible 
for  the  placement  of  the  urinals  in  the 
new  Sandford  Fleming  building.  If  I just 
want  to  have  a good  piss,  I don’t  see 
why  I should  have  to  use  those  damnec 
oversize  cubicles  all  the  time.  Why 
can’t  the  urinals  be  the  same  height  as 
the  water-fountains? 

Perry  Plegic 

Dear  Ominous: 

In  your  article  on  computer  chips,  you 
published  several  pictures.  One  circuit 
that  you  portrayed  as  a ZL-2876  from 
Sperry  Univac  was  actually  a map  of 
lower  Manhattan.  You  can’t  just 
bullshit  the  public,  you  know,  and 
expect  that  we'll  swallow  it!  Any 
asshole  knows  that  Christopher  Street 
is  not  part  of  a memory  grid. 

Isaac  Asimov 


Dear  Mr.  Bob: 

As  Editor-Publisher  of  Ominous 
magazine  as  well  as  the  well-known 
Pentoike,  I find  it  totally  objectionable 
that  there  seems  to  be  simply  much 
too  little  sex  in  Ominous.  Now  I surely 
realize  that  reporting  pseudo-  science 
and  metaphysics  gets  boring  after  a 
while,  and  most  of  the  technology 
cartoons  get  boring,  so  why  not  have 
articles  on,  say,  breast  evolution 
and  how  even  in  the  last  two  hundred 
years  women's  breasts  have  become 
aerodynamicallv  efficient,  allowing 
them  to  walk  faster,  use  less  energy  and 
be  more  aesthetically  pleasing.  This 
would  be  a great  way  to  not  only  show 
sketches  of  tits,  but  'busts’  on  statues 
and  real  quivering  boobs. 

Then  you  could  relate  the  history  of 
the  search  for  the  perfect  tit.  Mention 
men  like  Marco  Polo,  searching  for  an 
overland  route  to  Oriental  tits, 

Diogenes,  who  searched  for  an  honest 
tit,  the  Knights  of  King  Arthur's  Round 
Table  seeking  the  holy  tit,  and  Sir 
Francis  Drake  who  plundered  the 
Spanish  empire  aboard  the  Golden  Tit. 
How  about  Jason  and  the  Argotits 
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(not  any  relation  to  today’s  Sunshine 
Girls  cheerleaders)?  Will  Rogers  has 
"never  met  a tit  [he]  didn’t  like.”- 
Personally,  I think  the  story  should  end 
with  a discussion  of  Tim  Van  Wart 
because  he’s  the  biggest  tit  I know. 

Another  article  would  be  how  tits 
have  affected  technology  and 
engineering.  Point  to  primative 
artifacts  as  well  as  modern  invention 
and  note  the  similarities.  For  example, 
you  should  say  that  the  tit’s  shape 
stimulated  the  design  of  the  cup, 
brassieres,  the  SAC  dome,  wine 
glasses,  the  pendulum,  the  Wankel 
rotary  engine  and  the  lever.  (Hev! 
Lever  alone!) 

The  aroma  and  texture  of  the  tit  led 
to  the  discovery  of  foam  rubber  and 
‘scratch  and  sniff  products.  Lest  we 
forget,  the  tit  has  had  a huge  influence 
on  literature.  Who  has  not  read 
Shakespeare’s  A Midsummer's  Night 
Tit,  or  King  Leer,  and  more  recently 
Raising  tits  in  your  backyard  for  fun 
land  profit,  and  Chilton’s  Tit  Owner's 
Manual. 

Well,  with  all  of  these  ideas,  you 
could  run  an  all-breast  issue!  Not  only 
would  this  boost  your  sales  like  crazy, 
but  also... 

Sincerely, 
Boob  Moult 
Strolling  down  Mammary  Lane 

Gentlemen: 

Here’s  a story  you  fellers  and  gals 
could  run  in  your  Continuum  section. 
I’ve  spent  pretty  near  every  day,  for 
what  seems  an  eternity  now,  pushing 
this  huge  boulder  up  to  the  top  of  a hill. 
And  no  sooner  do  I finish  rolling  it  up, 
than  it  comes  tumbling  down  again, 
and  I trudge  down  the  hill  to  start  over. 
It’s  been  quite  a task,  but  I finally  got  it 
to  stay  up  there,  and 

Sorry,  - I’ll  be  damned,  but  there  the 
thing  goes  again.  Look,  I gotta  run,  but 
I’ll  keep  in  touch. 

Sisyphus 

Hades. 


JNp! 

Well,  its  nice  to  see  the  Toike  ex- 
periencing a revival  this  year,  in  terms 
of  staff  and  contributors.  We’d  like  to 
take  some  space  to  thank  those  who 
put  time  and  portion  of  their  grade 
average  to  help  with  layout  and 
production  of  the  paper,  as  well  as 
thanking  the  many  who  submitted  ar- 
ticles, ideas,  and  jokes. 

Not  everything  we  received  was 
used  in  this  issue,  but  don’t  be  dishear- 
tened if  your  masterpiece  isn’t  in- 
cluded herein.  Perhaps  it  will  in  the 
next  issue,  due  sometime  (as  yet  un- 
disclosed— don’t  pay  attention  to  the 
calender)  in  February.  We’kk  be  an- 
nouncing make-ups  in  January,  but  feel 
free  to  find  some  time  over  the 
holidays  to  put  something  together. 

If  you’re  interested  in  contributing  to 
the  Toike,  but  don’t  feel  you  have  the 
talent,  charisma,  etc.,  put  away  your 
inhibitions  and  come  down  to  the 
EngCom  office  (in  the  EngSoc  orifice  in 
the  basement  of  Sandford  Fleming),  if 
only  for  the  hell  of  it. 

We’re  especially  inviting  students  of 
other  faculties  to  provide  input. 
Perhaps  there  are  some  Literature 
students  out  there  who  are  sick  of 
writing  essays  and  wouldn’t  mind  get- 
ting some  smutty  trash  out  of  their 
system,  or  fine  arts  students  who  could 
exhibit  their  endevours,  or  even  med- 
sies  who  could  submit  a lab  report. 
This  invitation  is  also  adressed  to  Nur- 
ses, Stumps  and  other  forms  of  U of  T 
life. 

A final  word — about  humour.  If  you 
like  it,  then  fine,  but,  like  we  said,  we 
wouldn’t  mind  seeing  you  down  here.  If 
you  don't  like  it,  then  don’t  read  it,  or 
better  yet,  drop  off  a letter  offering 
yopr  criticisms.  We  guarantee  to  lend 
an  open  ear  to  suggestions  for  im- 
provements. 

Anyway,  enjoy  the  paper. 

The  Editurs 

Ed.  Note:  The  following  letter  is  legit. 
Letter  to  the  Editor 

After  reading  the  September  14, 

1982  edition  of  the  Toike  Oike,  "The 
New  Yoike  Toike",  we  felt  it  only 
appropriate  to  write  to  the  editors  to 
give  our  compliments  on  a hilarious 
and  very  entertaining  newspaper. 

You're  probably  wondering  how  we 
were  lucky  enough  to  fall  upon  this 
newspaper.  Well,  Judy’s  boyfriend,  who 
is  a Phys.  Ed.  major  at  the  University  of 
Toronto  as  well  as  a Canadian,  felt  it 
only  proper  to  mail  a copy  of  the  Toike 
Oike  to  show  us  what  real  Canadian 
humour  is  all  about. 


So,...  cumming  up  in  November  we 
will  show  you  what  the  University  of 
Arizona  humor  [sic]  is  all  about  with  the 
first  edition  of  University  of  Arizona’s 
first  humor  magazine,  “The  Arizona 
Gambler.” 

Judy  L.  Higdon  & Roommates 
Tuscon,  Arizona 
United  States 

Sirs: 

A-bombs  don’t  kill  people  - it’s  the 
blast,  shockwaves,  fires,  radiation 
diseases,  starvation  and  lack  of 
medical  help  that  do  it! 

National  A-Bomb  Owners  Association 
Washington,  D.C. 

Dear  Ms.  Godiva, 

I was  just  reminiscing  about  my 
childhood  in  the  Beaches  area.  I 
remember  going  down  to  the  local 
soda  shop  to  visit  M r.  Mahoney,  a jolly 
old  man  who  used  to  greet  us  with 
songs  and  good  humour. 

I used  to  think  he  was  the  happiest 
guy  in  the  world,  but  now  that  I’m  older 
I realize  what  a miserable,  pathetic 
wretch  he  must’ve  been. 

Older  and  Wiser 

Letter  to  the  Editor 

Its  about  time  this  letter, surfaced 
-and  I release  my  emotions  on  what  I 
truly  believe  is  the  biggest  problem 
with  going  to  U of  T.  The  average 
student  is  at  the  school  for  ten  to 
fifteen  hours  a week.  Eventually, 
he/she  has  to  use  the  facilities  which 
technology  has  brought  in  along  with 
seed  drill. 

It  has  not  been  a rare  occasion  for 
me  to  have  to  sink  submarines 
something  terrible  only  to  find  that  the 
pain  of  the  hemorroids  will  only  be 
dealt  with  after  I find  another 
washroom  because  the  one  I have  just 
entered  has  piss  or  spattered  klingons 
all  over  the  seats. 

I assume  this  usually  occurs  in 
men’s  washrooms  (with  all  the 
disgusting  slobs).  It  is  to  these  persons 
that  I beg  the  cuntesy  of  simply  raising 
the  seat.  There  would  be  nothing 
disgusting  about  raising  the  seat  if  it 
hadn’t  been  pissed  on  by  goofs  like  you 
in  the  first  place. 

Now  that  that’s  off  my  chest,  I wish 
to  bring  attention  to  the  fact  that  the 
piss-pots  in  the  Waliberg  Building  are 
missing  the  commonly  found  metal 
mesh.  What  happens  if  one  of  my 
contacts  falls  out?  I’d  have  to  hold  my 
piss  and  reach  in  right  away  instead  of 
worrying  about  one  thing  at  a time. 
Also,  how  is  a rubbie  supposed  to  grab 
the  unfinished  cigarette? 

Other  complaints  can  be  related 
to  the  nurses  leaving  their  hosiery,  G- 


s’trings,  and  speedo-panties  drying  in 
our  residence  washrooms.  I feel  that 
they  should  just  show  up  without  these 
trivial  accessories.  j 

Before  closing  I want  to  know  what 
the  hell  those  sheik-machines  are  for  in 
Sid  Smith.  Those  geography  or  history 
artsies  only  pull  the  knobs  and  if  they 
were  smart  enough  to  put  a slug  in 
them  they  would  only  blow  up  the 
balloons.  The  can’t  be  expected  to 
know  better  because  there  aren’t  any 
instructions  on  the  packages. 

F ! Art  (wonder  where  the  yellow  went) 
Dinkletter. 

Specimen  Bottle  Cleaner,  Dept,  of 
Urology. 

Ms.  Godiva,  sir! 

Just  a little  while  ago,  I bought  this 
great  book  that  teaches  you  to  learn 
French  using  memory  techniques. 


What  you  do  is  associate  French 
words  with  similar  sounding  words  in 
English,  in  mental  images.  For 
example,  to  remember  the  French 
word  for  grapefruit,  “ pamplemousse ”, 

I just  picture  a pimply  moose  eating 
grapefruit.  Also,  to  learn  the  word  for 
ham,  "jam bon”,  I envisioned  a baked 
ham  trying  to  jam  its  bone  into  me. 

Well,  the  technique  works  - that’s 
not  what  I’m  complaining  about.  I 
mean,  these  things  are  forever  locked 
in  my  memory.  Even  my  dreams  are 
filled  with  these  nightmarish  visions  of 
citrus-eating  pustulent  mooses  and 
sodomy-crazed  hams  pursuing  me.  It’s 
been  horrible!  Please  - how  do  I forget? 

Maurice  Gagnier 
Learning  my  mother’s  tongue 
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BEYOND  TEST— TUBE 
BABIES 

The  following  are  abstracts  on 
research  going  on  around  the  world 
concerning  cloning,  and  other  biolical 
novelties  under  the  popular  title  of 
“test-tube”  experiments.  Interest  was 
piqued  by  several  recent  “test-tube 
baby”  births,  and  reached  a climax  last 
April  with  the  publication  of  excerpts 
from  Confessions  of  a Test  Tube  Baby, 
in  the  Varsi*ty. 

TEST-TUBE  BANANAS 

Researchers  at  the  Norwegian 
Polytechnical  Institute,  Department  of 
Plant  and  Soil  Science,  are  studying 
the  prospects  of  cloning  cells  from 
mature  bananas  in  the  laboratory. 
Team  leader  Dr.  Ingmar  Cunnilingovic 
has  devised  a technique  whereby  cells 
are  encouraged  to  divide  rapidly  in- 
vitro,  forming  an  amorphous  mass 
from  which  cells  are  extracted  and 
plated  onto  a new  medium  containing 
the  hormone  naphthalene  acetic  acid, 
as  well  as  vitamins  and  nutrients. 

“Notink,”  commented  Dr. 
Cunnilingovic  on  the  success  of  his 
work.  “There  are  no  fucking  bananas 
in  Norway.  How  can  we  clone  fucking 
bananas  in  fucking  Norway,  if  there  are 
no  fucking  bananas  in  Norway  to  begin 
with?  Just  forget  the  whole  fucking 
thing.” 

Funding  for  the  project  is  continuing. 

TEST-TUBE  ORGASMS 

For  five  months,  Greek  research 
scientist  Dr.  Nicky  Papaclitoros  has 
been  intensively  studying  what  he  has 
termed  the  "test-tube  orgasm"  in 
females  at  his  home  laboratory  in 
Toronto's  Concordian  Motor  Hotel. 

"The  girls  like  the  big  ones  better,” 
announced  Dr.  Nick,  referring  to  the 
extensive  collection  of  experimental 
glassware  he  has  been  testing  on 
female  volunteers  since  his  arrival  in 
Canada  some  five  months  ago,  “and  I 
guess  it  doesn’t  take  a PhD  in  renal- 
physiology  to  figure  out  why.” 

Dr.  Nick  has  built  up  his  collection 
mainly  from  the  donations  he  has 
received  from  a variety  of  institutions; 
in  fact,  he  credits  a hefty  800  ml 
specimen,  obtained  from  the 
University  of  Toronto’s  Chemical 
Engineering  Department,  as  being  the 
most  successful  and  requested 
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specimen  used  in  his  study.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  has  had  little  use  for  the 
several  short  lengths  of  limp  rubber 
tubing  donated  by  the  same 
University's  Faculty  of  Arts  and 
Science. 

According  to  the  study  and  to  Dr. 
Nick’s  personal  observations,  the  test- 
tube  orgasms  are  not  unlike  the  real 
thing,  and  bear  a striking  resemblance 
to  those  described  repeatedly  in 
publications  such  as  Cosmopolitoike. 
Dr.  Nick  comments,  “There  was  a lot 
of  talk  of  thundering  waves  and  comets 
streaking  across  the  sky  and  all  that." 

In  fact,  one  subject  in  the 
experiment  descriped  her  experience 
in  the  laboratory  as  "a  complex  of 
feelings.  My  breasts  seemed  to  beckon 
through  a haze  and  my  vagina  said  yes 
to  life.  My  clitoris  beat  out  a primal 
jungle  Morse  of  unleashed 
wantonness,  and  my  thighs  became 
twin  quivering  stages  on  which  the  vast 
panoramic  spectacle  of  human  history 
was  enacted  before  my  very  knees.” 
Yet  another  remarked,  “My  body 
became  completely  still  and  remained 
that  way  for  three  or  four  days." 

Dr.  Nick's  study  is  already  being 
lauded  as  a great  step  forward  in 
understanding  the  inner  mechanics  of 
one  of  our  most  important  sexes. 
However,  Professor  Les  Bose  of  the 
Human  Research  Council  has 
disregarded  the  study  as  sexist,  racist, 
and  homophobic. "She  claims  that 


studying  the  orgasm  is  an  invasion  of 
some  sort.  “I  mean,  I like  orgasms  too, 
but  I don’t  like  the  fact  that  I like  them,” 
she  outlined.  "I  do  like  the  fact  that  I 
don’t  like  the  fact  that  I like  them,  and 
the  women's  movement  has  helped  me 
in  this." 

At  present,  Dr.  Nick  is  planning  to 
design  battery-powered,  hand-held  test 
tubes  for  future  marketing. 

TEST-TUBE  WATER 

After  38  years  of  triafand  error, 
some  500  researchers  at  the  state- 
funded  Facility  for  Scientific  Activity  in 
Gdansk,  Poland  have  perfected  a 
technique  of  procuring  and  storing 
water  in  standard  laboratory  test-tubes 
for  purposes  which,  according  to 
ranking  government  officials  have  yet 
to  be  determined.  Dr.  Polar 
Bondowski,  team  leader,  credits  the 
discovery  of  the  funnel  in  1 962  and 
what  he  terms  “water’s  natural  affinity 
for  glass  containers”  as  important 
stepping  stones  to  obtaining  the 
400,000  gallons  of  water  currently 
stored  in  test  tubes  at  the  Facility's 
Department  of  Wet  Substances,  but 
hastens  to  add  that  the  U S.  embargo 
on  rubber  stoppers  during  the  early 
1 970's  nearly  evaporated  the  project. 
As  for  the  future,  the  government  has 
requested  the  team  to  commence  top- 
drawer  research  on  the  development 
of  test-tube  test  tubes,  or  die. 

* 


STARTLING  NEW  LINK  BETWEEN 
SEX  AND  CANCER. 

Work  at  a prominent  institution  has 
lead  researchers  to  conclude  that  sex 
and  cancer  are  related.  Specifically, 
the  less  sex,  the  greater  the  risk  of 
getting  cancer. 

The  link  was  uncovered  when  a lab 
technician  noted  the  extremely  high 
proportion  of  cancerous  developments 
in  arts  students  as  comoared  to 
engineers.  Miss  Wanglust  (B.Sc.,  M.Sc. 
HSVII)  said  that  the  data  attracted  her 
attention  because  "When  it  comes  to 
sex,  large  proportions  are  a rarity 
among  arts  students,  so  the  cancer 
data  was  the  only  remaining  thing  to 
catch  my  interest.  I found  the  inverse 
relationship  most  appealing—  it  stuck 
with  melong  enough  to  bring  it  up  with 
my  supervisor.” 

The  data  in  no  way  surprised 
geneticists.  One  scientist  of  eminent 
stature  was  noted  as  saying,  "After  all, 
we  knew  all  along  that  it  was  in  the 
genes.” 

This  apparently  was  the  crux  of  the 
conclusion.  Cancer  has  traditionally 
been  known  to  be  in  the  genes.  Since 
arsties  keep  it  in  the  genes,  it  made 
sense  that  they  were  more  susceptible 
to  the  disease:  On  the  other  hand,  the 
low  rate  of  cancer  among  engineers 
was  attributed  to  the  fact  that  they 
"often  had  it  out  of  their  genes, 
possibly  a result  of  their  probing 
minds.”  This  conclusion  was 
substantiated  by  analogous  sex  data 
among  nursing  students. 

Upon  receiving  news  of  the  data,  two 
sociologists,  Herman  Dribble  and 
Walter  Spotz  ejaculated,  saying  that 
the  data  was  inflated  and  probably 
pointed  in  the  wrong  direction.  It 
should  be  noted,  however,  that  the 
statement  was  made  tongue-in-cheek. 

Nonetheless,  the  apparent  cure  for 
cancer  appears  to  be  opening  up,  with 
many  of  the  researchers  indicating 
thai  they  are  "really  eager-beaver" 
about  the  whole  affair.  Considering  the 
controversy  involved,  a great  deal  of  lip 
service  is,  undoubtedly,  yet  to  come. 

* 

What’s  the  difference  between 
herpes  and  true  love? 

Herpes  lasts  forever. 

Why  did  the  leper  team  cancel  the 
hockey  game? 

There  was  a face  off  in  the  corner. 

Why  do  fags  have  beards? 

To  hide  the  stretch-marks. 

What  do  you  get  if  you  cross  a tortoise 
with  a vibrator? 

An  armadildo 


TRIVIA  QUIZ 

1 . The  first  person  to  measure  sound 
waves  off  human  relations  under  water 
was: 

(a)  Masters  & Johnson 
(B)  Flipper 

(c)  Jock  Cousteau 

(d) The  incredible  Mr.  Limpett 

2.  Evidence  to  whether  Abraham 
Lincoln  copulated  with  bears  had  been 
documented. 

(a)  true 

(b)  false 

(c)  only  by  Smokey 

3.  The  son  of  John  and  Alice  Clayton  is: 

(a)  Victoria  Principal 

(b)  Bonzo 

(c)  George  Bush  [no  relation  to  (b)] 

(d)  Tennesee  Tuxedo 

4.  Which  of  the  following  do  not 
belong? 

(a)  Squeeky  Fromme 

(b)  John  Gacy 

(c)  Pope  John  Paul  II 

(d)  Tripper,  the  wonderhorse 

5.  Who  did  the  voice  of  Linda  Lovelace 
in  Deep  Throat? 

(a)  Truman  Capote 

(b)  Prince  Charles 

(c)  Richard  Nixon 

(d)  Herve  Villechaize 

6.  Someone  who  collects  pornographic 
material  is: 

(a)  in  EngSci 

(b)  Nancy  Reagan 

(c)  Father  Guido  Sarducci 

(d)  Billie  Jean  King 

7.  Solidarity  in  Polish  is  spelt: 

(a)  they  spell? 

(b)  Solidaritzki 

(c)  Solidaritytoboggah 

(d) R-o-l-a-i-d-s 

8.  Mankind’s  greatest  invention  is: 

(a) theToikeOjke 

(b)  the  prophylactic 

(c) the  clitoris 

(d) Brador 

9.  Paul  Simon’s  wife  is: 

(a) Carly  Simon 

(b)  Art  Garfunkel 

(c)  Miss  Piggy 

(d)  a pack  of  Kodochrome 

10.  What's  green  and  smells  like  pork? 

(a)  Quebecois  back  bacon 

(b) Kermit’s  finger 

(c) Mr.  Vlasick 

(d)  Pear  trees 

1 1 . Timothy  Leary’s  favorite  is’; 

(a)  Columbian  gold 

(b)  Bobby  Vinton  blue 


(c)  Aberdeen  plaid 

(d)  Hendrix  purple  haze 

Remember,  send  in  your  answers  by 
midnight  tonight.  (Girls,  please  include 
phone  numbers  and  number  of 
roommates) 


GAMES  FOR  OMINOUS 

This  month's  selection  of  puzzles 
and  brain  teasers  deals  with  physics, 
chemistry,  biology,  history, 
architecture,  stamp  collecting  and 
uncommon  sense.  We’ll  start  with 
some  easy  mechanical  problems 
before  going  onto  the  really  theoretical 
high  energy,  statistical,  and  relativistic 
stuff. 

1 . DISPLACED  DINGHY.  You  are  in  a 
dinghy  with  a full  case  of  beer.  You 
throw  it  over  and  it  sinks  to  the 
bottom.  Does  the  water  level  in  the 
pool  go  up  or  down? 

ANSWER:  Down.  Archimedes  principle 
states  that  a sinking  object  displaces 
its  own  volume  and  a floating  object 
displaces  its  own  mass  of  water. 
Therefore,  once  you  throw  the  case 
into  the  water,  the  decreased  weight  in 
the  dinghy  will  cause  the  water  level  to 
go  down. 

2.  BIG  GUNS.  In  deep  range  gunnery 
cannons  are  usually  set  at  an  elevation 
angle  between  50°  and  70°  above  the 
horizontal.  This  is  much  steeper  than 
the  theoretical  angle  taught  in  artsie 
land  of  45°,  which  supposedly 
guarantees  maximum  range.  Why  do 
deep  range  gunners  (i.e.  engineers) 
violate  this  law  of  physics? 

ANSWER:  The  45°  angle  is  based  upon 
the  assumption  of  negligible  friction. 
However,  non-friction  situations  are 
not  much  fun.  At  a 70°  angle  the 
coefficient  of  friction  is  dramatically 
increased.  This  frictional  energy 
climaxes  with  a big  explosion  causing 
globs  of  moist  sticky  material  to  be 
spread  around  the  target  zone. 

3.  BOAT  RACES.  Mel  and  Sid  race 
each  other  in  a 100  beer  dash.  Mel 
wins  by  1 0 beers.  They  decide  to  race 
again,  but  this  time  to  make  things  more 
fair,  Mel  drinks  10  beers  more. 
Assuming  they  both  chug  at  the  same 
(constant)  speed  as  before,  who  pukes 
first,  Mel  or  Sid,  or  do  thev  tie? 

ANSWER:  Neither  Mel  nor  Sid  claimed 
winning  this  race.  Sid  was  unavailable 
for  comment.  Mel  summed  up  the 
results  of  the  race  in  one  word. 
Bleaghh... 


9 


FLUID  POWER  DYNAMICS 


THE  ARTS 


The  subject  of  throwing  up  is  invariably 
a distasteful  one.  The  reason  is  that, 
for  the  most  part,  drinkers  (social  or 
hard  core)  approach  an  evenir 
serious  boozing  with  the  intention  of 
never  talking  on  the  big  white 
telephone.  Not  only  does  this  attempt 
to  make  a mockery  of  the  law  of 
averages,  it  also  leads  to  resistance 
to  what  is,  after  all,  a common  place 
and  inevitable  part  of  the  fine  old 
tradition  of  getting  royally  plastered. 

It  is  much  more  productive  to 
“include  the  upchuck  in  your 
expectations  of  a wonderful  evening'', 
as  a wise  bar-tender  once  told  some  of 
his  regular  customers.  Some  have 
even  gone  as  far  as  to  encourage  the 
idea  that  technicolor  yawning  is  okay. 
You  puke,  I puke.  I'm  OK,  you're  OK. 
One  waiter  I knew  would  deliberately 
ralph  in  front  of  new  customers  to  take 
the  humiliation  out  of  the  act. 
Unfortunately,  the  health  board  was 
not  very  understanding  and  insisted 
that  he  be  removed  to  some  other  form 
of  employment  that  was  a little  less 
demonstrative. 

After  a year  or  two  of  pub  crawls,  all 
night  ‘BYOB’s,  or  straight  grain  parties, 
most  drinkers  have  mastered 
elementary  regurgitation  and 
- performed  at  high  speeds,  with  greater 
impact,  and  higher  spectator  ratings. 
Too  many  drinkers  get  stuck  at  the 


intermediate  level  and  never 

experience  the  joys  of  a well-executed 
twenty-foot  power  puke.  Instead  of 
slithering  along  the  surface,  the  expert 
wretchers’  abdonimal  muscles  send 
the  extraneous  matter  cutting  through 
the  air  in  a decisive,  unhesitating 
manner.  Someone  who  can  barf  like 
this  was  Jim  van  Zit,  a well-known 
denizen  of  the  Brunswick  House,  who 
coined  the  phrase,  “Heave  the 
mother." 

Anybody  can  honk  ignobly.  But  it 
takes  a stout  heart  and  dedicated  prac- 
tice to  learn  the  kind  of  crash-and-burn, 
memorable,  full  particulate,  expert 
regurgitation  that  makes  spectators 
sharply  suck  in  their  breath  and  cover 
their  mouths.  In  the  days  when  I made 
my  first  expert  yak,  unless  you  got  a 
case  of  the  dry  heaves  after  you  com- 
pleted your  duodenum  drainage,  it  was 
considered  a waste  of  time. 

Stanaards  have  been  lowered  in 
recent  years.  Even  old  rubbies  don’t 
make  decent  wifflers  any  more  in 
comparison  to  the  late,  great  Bud 
"Aqua  Velva"  Methias  who  was,  as 
some  admirers  said,  “The  only  man 
who  could  lose  five  pounds  in  one 
session  of  driving  the  big  white  bus.” 
One  of  the  best  women  snorkers  of  all 
time,  Ursula  T.W.  Commisione,  wrote 
in  her  memoires,“l  pushed  my  limits  in 
an  act  of  faith  that  carried  me  beyond 


the  second  bottle  of  Applejack  I had 
drained  that  evening,  euphoric, 
laughing,  green  to  the  gills..  Just 
before  starting  the  third,  I woofed  my 
cookies  like  a cuisinart  gone  mad  with 
lid  left  off,  ending  the  evening  passed 
out  in  a gutter.  The  final  cleaning  bill 
or  time  spent  at  the  sanitorium  will 
never  matter,  but  that  casting  of  myself 
into  all  the  depths  of  depravity  I know  is 
recorded  upon  me  forever.”  Who, 
today,  would  write  with  such 
eloquence  and  fervor  about  oral 
diarrhea? 

My  favorite  power-puke  was  the  gut- 
wrencher  my  friend  Petey  took  at  DJ's 
a couple  of  years  ago.  We  were 
celebrating  the  sun  coming  up  that  day 
and  the  first  three  rounds  had  been  a 
Zombie,  a B52,  and  a double 
Marguerite,  and  I drank  them  with 
some  discretion.  Peiey  let  it  all  hang 
out,  which,  unless  he  is  wearing  a 
weightlifter’s  belt  at  the  time,  isn’t  all 
that  difficult  for  the  big  guy.  When  we 
came  to  the  fourth  round — a pitcher  of 
Martinis  each — he  was  sizzling,  and 
as  his  eyes  started  to  roll  up  into  his 
head  and  sweat  broke  out  on  his  upper 
lip  (or  was  that  his  moustache)  it  was 
apparent  to  everyone  around  us  that 
he  had  no  chance  of  making  it  to  the 
fifth  round  — a bottle  of  Labatt's  Gold 
Keg  beer.  So  with  his  legs  feeling  like  a 
couple  of  strands  of  soggy  spaghetti 
rather  than‘try  to  make  it  through  the 
maze  of  tables  and  downstairs  to  the 
men’s  room,  tempting  fate  all  the 
way,  Petey  simply  leaped  lithely 
into  the  air  - like  a kid  jumping  up  and 
holding  his  nose  before  dropping  into 
the  old  watering  hole. He  hit  the  table, 
flat  on  his  back,  with  explosive  force, 
spewing  a geyser  that  would  have  had 
Captain  Highliner  shouting,  "Thar’  she 
blows!” 

Standing  nearby  was  a genuine 
artsie-pansi^  SAC-hack.  Petey's 
beautifu1  multi-textured  spout  roused 
this  lost  soul  from  his  private  dream. 
He  smiled  a painfully  slow  smile  as  his 
L.L.  Bean  flannels  were  splashed,  and 
paid  Petey  the  greatest  compliment  an 
artsie  could  bestow  (other  than  the  one 
he  gave  to  the  goat's  mother  for  letting 
him  go  out  with  her  daughter).  “Hey," 
he  breathed  softly  in  Petey's  direction, 
“Thay,  thweetie,  alright.” 
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Call  fbrLabatt’s  Blue 
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ANOXIATED 

PIGEONS 

Scientists  at  the  British 
Columbia  Institute  of  Fishes 
have  been  noticing  that 
salmon  have  been  getting 
weaker  in  recent  years,  due 
to  having  to  chew  on  sewage 
as  they  swim  upstream.  This 
is  a problem,  as  the  weaker 
salmon  refuse  to  make  the 
yearly  trip  upstream  to 
spawn,  instead 
congregating  at  the  mouth  of 
the  river.  The  turbulence  of 
their  orgiastic  mating  frenzy 
causes  whirlpools  and  tidal 
waves  which  threaten  the 
residents  of  B.C.  with  wet 
feet. 

The  scientists  decided  to 
breed  hybrid  fish  which 
would  be  able  to  make  the 
upstream  trip  and  have 
enough  energy  left  for  some 
fun.  They  started  by  cross- 
breeding Coho  and  Walleye, 
to  get  a fish  they  named  the 
“Cowal”. 

Unfortunately,  this  fish 
was  still  not  strong  enough  to 
stand  the  strain  of  “making 
it"  upstream. 

Thus,  the  new  fish  was 
crossbred  with  a Muskie,  to 
get  a "Cowalskie". 

This  fish  is  strong  enough, 
but  the  remaining  problem  is 
teaching  it  how  to  swim. 

Research  continues. 

WALT  DISNEY  THAWS 
OUT 

Research  officials  at  the 
Cryogenic  Suspension 
centre  in  Palo  Alto, 

California  are  up-in-arms 
over  the  recent  loss  of 
Cartoon  Czar  Walt  Disney, 
who  had  been  in  suspension 
there  since  his  death  in 
1969.  Cryogenics  is  a 
controversial  technique 
which  involves  deep- 
freezing the  deceased  in  the 
hopes  that  some  day  a cure 
for  the  cause  of  death  will  be 
discovered  and  the  corpse 
can  be  rejuvenated. 

12  OMINOUS 


“Disney  was  with  us  tor 
quite  some  time,”  chuckied 
C.S.C.  director  Calvin 
Celcius,  “probably  because 
no  one  has  come  up  with  a 
cure  for  car-accidents." 

Dr.  Celcius  claims  that 
upkeep  on  the  Disney  vault 
had  been  regular  and 
thorough  over  the  years,  but 
inside  sources  indicate  that 
research  staff  had  been 
using  the  vault  for  storage  of 
frozen  foodstuffs  and 
icecubes,  and  that  on  many 
occassions  graduate 
students  had  been  known  to 
leave  the  door  ajar  after  late 
night  sessions. 

Official  reports  from  the 
California  Department  of 
Health  indicate  that  "failure 
to  secure  the  vault"  was,  in 
fact,  the  cause  of  thaw,  and 
list  lost  contents  as  "seven 
blade  steaks,  fourteen 
Hungry-Man  Dinners,  2 lbs. 
Green  Giant  Corn  Niblets 
and  a Cartoon  Czar." 

Identification  of  the  blade 
steaks  is  being  witheld 
pending  notification  of  next 
of  kin.  Longtime  Disney 
companion  Porkey  Pig  could 
not  be  reached  for 
comment. 


ORGASMS 

In  the  late  1800's,  the 
popular  theory  concerning 
the  female  orgasm  stated 
that  multiple  orgasms  could 
only  be  achieved  with  the 
male  organ  present. 
However,  the  first  person  to 
dispute  this  accepted  theory 
was  Louis  Pasteur.  For 
some  as  yet  undetermined 
purpose,  it  seemed  that  Dr. 
Pasteur  had  one  way 
mirrors  allowing  him  to  see 
his  fellow  scientist,  Madame 
Curie,  in  the  bathroom.  His 
observations  of  the  horny 
young  scientist  led  to  the 
following  generalization: 
“multiple  orgasms  may 
happen  out  of  the  presence 
of  a penis  only  with  manual 
stimulation."  After  extensive 
renovation  and  repanelling, 
Dr.  Pasteur  was  able  to 
allow  other  scientists  to 
observe  the  phenomenon. 
Thus,  the  Theory  of  Multiple 
Orgasms  was  publicly 
disproved.  Months  later, 
after  prolonged  observation 
of  Madame  Curie,  Dr. 
Pasteur  came  up  with  a new 
famous  Theory  of 
Masturbation,  which  stated 
that  "rythmic  stroking  of  the 
penis  while  observing  a 
female  caused  orgasm." 
(This  theory  was  also  later 
modified  when  he 


discovered  the  female  need 
not  be  present.) 

WOOD  PECKERS 

A second-generation  dildo 
has  now  been  perfected  and 
released  for  distribution  by 
Goat  Sex-Aids  Ltd.  of 
Bronte,  Ontario. 

There  were  initial  fears  of 
splinters  coming  off  the 
device,  but  up  to  now  only 
feathers  have  been  coming 
off. 

Preliminary  marketing 
research  indicates  that  this 
idea  is  for  the  birds. 

SPERM  FROM  SPACE 

University  of  Toronto 
Police  have  been  swamped 
by  a rash  of  complaints  from 
female  students  claiming 
that  they  became  pregnant 
inexplicably,  all  within  a 
twenty-four  period. 

The  Engineering  Society 
denied  any  knowledge  of 
this. 

On  the  night  in  question, 
an  unexplained  meteor 
shower  was  observed  at 
David  Dunlop  Observatory, 
and  it  is  thought  that  these 
meteorites  were,  in  fact, 
sperm  from  space. 

ACNE  Novelty  Inc.  has 
already  filed  for  rights  to  a 
video  game  based  on  this 
episode. 
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Use  the  laser  cannon  to  destroy  the  sperm  before  they 
knock  up  your  little  sister. 


MIND  THE  CLAP 


To  familiarise  the  general  public  with  the  dangers  of  sexually 
transmitted  disease,  these  warnings  will  soon  be  appearing 
at  all  TTC  subway  stations. 


YETIS  ON  POGO 
STICKS 

Certain  women’s  groups 
on  campus  (who,  by  the 
way,  strongly  object  to  the 
beloved  “sexist”  Toike) 
have  now  come  out  with  a 
rival  sexist  publication. 

The  editors  of  this  journal 
are  unkown,  as  they  have 
omitted  their  names  from 
the  masthead  (perhaps  to 
protect  the  ignorant?),  but 
their  policies  are  well- 
known.  First  off,  no  person 
of  the  male  persuasion  may 
contribute  to  the 
publication.  (Sorry  guys,  no 
amount  of  begging  and 
teeth-gnashing  will  do:  you’ll 
just  have  to  get  a sex 
change  to  write  for  it.)  If  you 
are  lucky  enough  to  already 
be  a woman,  you  must  of 
course  have  the 
prerequisite  feminist  stance 
(i.e.  feet  firm,  chin  up,  jaw 
set,  arms  ready  to  wield  any 
placard). 

Of  course,  this  fiasco  is 
funded  by  SUC.  Need  we 
say  more?  (Guess  why  the  rest 
of  this  | paragraph  is  empty). 

Getting  back  to  the  knitty- 
grunty,  a proposed  alternate 
name  for  the  magazine  is 
“The  National  Tampoon”,  to 
reflect  the  disposition  of 
those  associated  with  it.  By 
the  way,  engineers  are  not 
worried  about  competition 
from  this  latest  addition  to 
the  campus  paper  scene: 
it’s  just  not  funny — in  fact, 
it’s  a real  rag! 


CAMPUS  CRUMBLING 

With  the  recent  relocation 
of  many  Engineering 
departmental  offices  and 
facilities  to  the  newly  re- 
opened Sandford  Fleming 
building  (home  of  the  water 
fountains  for  E.T.),  the  Old 
Metro  library  has  become 
practically  useless. 

The  Head  of  Physical 
Plant,  who  wishes  to  remain 
unanimous  (get  it?),  was 


heard  to  have  said,  "That 
crumbling  is  just  too 
expensive  to  maintain,  what 
with  constantly  sandblasting 
graffitti  away  every  two 
years.” 

Mr.  Head  said  they  would 
demolish  the  Library  and  put 
a gay  bar  there  instead. 
Building  costs  will  be 
subsidized  by  St.  Chuck's. 


NEW  AUTO 

Nissan-Datsun  Motor 
Corporation  reports  that 
their  development  and 
testing  of  the  new 
automobile,  Celeaza,  is 
slightly  ahead  of  schedule. 

The  Celeaza  will  feature 
fool-injection,  front  diskette- 
brakes,  MacPerson  slut 
suspension,  sun-roof,  and 
moon-window. 

Available  options  include 
AM-FM  microwave  oven, 
multi-channel  anal-iser, 
vibrating  stickshift,  and,  due 
to  a special  deal  with  ACNE 
Novelty  Corporation,  Fuzzy 
Deely  Boobers  to  hang  from 
the  rear-view  mirror. 


UT  W/C  HYSTERIA 

Due  to  the  recent 
outbreak  of  sexually 
transmitted  diseases,  a new 
warning  sticker  will  soon  be 
placed  on  all  University  of 
Toronto  Water  Closets. 


“Some  of  them  toilets  are 
pretty  damn  letbal  anyhow,” 
said  Hugh  Betcha, 
Commissioner  for  the  Status 
of  Water  Closets.  “Just  look 
at  the  mouths  of  some  of 
them — really  quite 
disgusting.” 


MECHANICAL  BULL  ] 
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THE  ENGINEERING 

STORES 

FOR  ALL  YOUR  SCHOOLING  NEEDS 

Engineering  T-Shirts $4.95 

BFC  buttons 500 

Paper:  200  sheets $1.75 

500  sheets $3.97 

Yellow  pads 470 

White  pads 930 

Schaum’s  Outlines real  cheap 

Old  Graphics  tests  by  G.F.  Pearce  "Engineering  Graphics  and 

Descriptive  Geometry $5.00 

Staedler  Highlighters:  small 840 

large $1.17 

Erasermate  pens $1.75 

"Big  Red"  pens $2.76 

"Rolling  ball"  pens $2.94 

Slide-N-Loks 300 

Vinyl  Binders:  5/8" $1.70 

1" $1.85 

File  Folders 900 

T racing  paper  (per  sheet) 1 00 

Letra  Letters $1 .25 

6"  metal  rulers $1 .50 

Playing  cards $1 .98 

Xerox  copies 50 

Plus  a full  selection  of  Staedler  supplies 

EXAM  REPRIINTS 

CCHINC  §©CN 


LOWEST  PRICES  ON  CAMPUS. 

COME  CHECK  US  OUT. 

LOCATED  IN  THE  BASEMENT 

OF  THE  SANDFORD  FLEMING  BUILDING. 
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BEER  vs  CANCER 


Reprinted  From  ‘‘The  International 
Enquirer  for  Scientists,  Engineers,  and 
Know-It-Alls”  without  permission  (or 
even  any  warning.) 

Recent  research  undertaken  at  the 
Cancer  Laboratories  for  International 
Technocrats  (CUT)  by  the  eminent 
Professors  Q.E.  Dean  and  B.  MacKen- 
zie  have  shown  convincing  evidence 
of  the  potential  for  beer  to  aid  in  the 
prevention  of  cancer.  Cancer  is  now 
the  second  major  cause  of  death  in 
human  beings.  (It  is  first  for  rats.)  It  has 
over  the  past  two  decades  been  found 
to  be  caused  by  virtually  everything 
under  the  sun,  including  the  sun,  but 
most  notably  cigarette  smoking,  den- 
tists and  feminists.  Research  in  the 
past  few  years  has  been  making  rather 
poor  progress,  but  with  the  recent 
discoveries  by  Professors  Dean  and 
MacKenzie,  many  scientists  feel  that  a 
cure  is  only  minutes  away  (at  your 
local  Brewer's  Retail). 

There  are,  however,  those  who 
remain  skeptical.  In  fact,  the 
discoveries  seem  to  have  precipitated 
a great  schism  in  the  scientific  world, 
the  like  of  which  has  not  been  seen 
since  the  19th  century  controversy 
over  the  nature  of  light.  Biologist  Tom 
Perans,  a leading  member  in  the 
crusade  against  the  so  called  ‘‘beer 
advocates,”  has  said  of  the  work  of 
Professors  Dean  and  MacKenzie:  ‘‘It 
defies  all  logic.  Their  warped  ap- 
proach, although  leading  to  results  that 
are  astounding,  to  say  the  least,  has 
left  a trail  of  devastation  across  the 
scientific  world,  not  to  mention  beer 
caps.  Their  unorthodox  methods 
should  be  subject  to  the  most  severe 
scrutiny.  They  are  megalomaniacs 
bent  upon  achieving  fame  and  glory, 
and  not  least  importantly,  money,  to 
finance  their  frequent  trips  to  the 
Brewer’s  Retail.  Their  experiments 
while  revealing  a creativity  rarely  at- 
tained, reveal  a blatant  lack  of  scien- 
tific rigour,  relying  heavily  upon  the 
subjective  interpretation  of  doubtful 
empirical  findings.” 

In  a recent  press  release,  Professor 
Dean  defended  his  experiments  and 
their  amazing  results.  "Of  course, 
there  will  always  be  disbelievers.  But 
think  not  of  them  as  a curse  to 
mankind,  as  a barrier  to  progress,  as 
viruent  pools  of  slime.  They  are  on  this 
great  earth  to  serve  a purpose,  just  like 
the  common  housefly.  With  their 
vexing  presence,  they  remind  us  of  our 
physical  nature-  they  bring  us,  so  to 
say,  back  down  to  earth.  Otherwise, 


great  achievers,  such  as  my 
colleague  and  myself,  would  be 
walking  nigh  upon  clouds  in  the  com- 
pany of  gods,  sipping  sweet  nectars 
and  gripping  sweet  nymphs.  But  I 
apologise:this  is  a digression.  (He’s  a 
professor,  remember.)  Getting  back 
to  the  matter  at  hand,  let  me  simply 
state  that  I believe  my  methods  are 
beyond  reproach,  and  that  Professor 
Perans  and  his  followers  may  spew  out 
flames  of  defiance  all  they  like  now,  for 
their  fires  will  soon  be  extinguished  by 
scientific  reality.”  Professor  MacKen- 
zie had  no  comment  on  the  issue  (no 
intelligible  comment,  anyway.) 

The  Dean-MacKenzie  Experiments, 
known  in  the  inner  circle  as  the  "odd 
beer  experiments,”  began  in  January 
of  1980.  In  Phase  One  of  the 
research,  six  cancer-free  mice  were 
given  six  ounces  of  Carlsberg  Gold 
daily,  while  six  other  mice  possessing 
cancer  cells  were  given  only  water.  Af- 
ter two  weeks,  the  six  mice  who  had 
been  allowed  to  drink  only  water 
(referred  to  by  Dr.  MacKenzie  as 
“those  unlucky  bastards”)  had  died, 
while  the  other  mice  (the  "lucky  bast- 
ards”) continued  to  thrive.  Five  of  them 
had,  however,  contracted  herpes  from 
their  bar-hopping  exploits,  and  two 
persisted  in  continually  wearing  lamp 
shades  on  their  heads.  From  phase 
one,  Dean  and  MacKenzie  concluded 
tentatively  that  beer  had  contributed 
"significantly”  to  the  increased 
lifespans  of  the  lucky  bastards. 

In  phase  two,  twelve  dogs  were 
placed  In  a large  pen.  Six  of  the 
cahines  (MacKenzie  called  them  the 
"lucky  S.O.B.'s”)  were  made  ex- 
tremely intoxicated  with  Molson 


Canadian.  Raw  meat  filled  with  an  ex- 
tremely carcinogenic  material  was 
also  placed  into  the  dog’s  pen.  The  ex- 
perimenters observed  that  the  six 
“lucky  S.O.B.’s”  were  too  wasted  to  get 
up  and  eat  the  meat,  thus  being  spared 
from  the  fate  that  ultimately  killed  the 
other  six  dogs.  Again,  beer  proved  to 
be  the  deciding  factor. 

Phase  three  proved  unsuccessful 
because  Professor  MacKenzie,  after 
one  particular  party  on  July  29,  caused 
an  explosion  which  destroyed  the  test 
monkeys.  Similarly,  he  ruined  the 
results  of  phase  four  by  trying  to  eat 
them  after  a November  19  staff  party. 
Phase  five  was  also  rendered  unsuc- 
cessful after  MacKenzie  con- 
taminated some  test  samples  in 
relieving  himself  after  a December  30 
staff  party.  Phase  six  met  a similar  fate, 
following  an  incident  in  which 
MacKenzie  attacked  the  test  gorilla 
and  rendered  him  impotent.  However, 
the  deciding  evidence  was  provided 
just  two  months  ago  by  phase  seven. 

Phase  seven  was  entirely  master- 
mined  by  Professor  Dean.  (MacKenzie 
mysteriously  disappeared  in  Australia 
in  June,  1981).  This  was  the  first  test 
performed  using  humans.  Twelve 
people  were  chosen,  all  having  ter- 
minal cancer.  Liberal  doses  of 
Carlsberg  Gold  (1 2-40  beers)  were  ad- 
ministered daily  to  each.  Afterwards, 
the  test  subjects  were  strongly  en- 
couraged to  go  about  their  daily 
routines  as  normal,  concentrating  espe- 
cially on  driving.  Within  two  months, 
all  twelve  test  subjects  haa  died,  but 
amazingly,  the  autopsies  revealed  no 
deaths  by  cancer.  Eight  were 
deceased  because  of  wounds  received 
in  fatal  automobile  collisions,  two  had 
died  from  wounds  suffered  in  jumping 
out  of  windows  (from  suggestions  of- 
fered by  the  experimenters:  they  had 
been  made  to  believe  that  they  could 
fly),  and  two  had  died  from  severe  con- 
cussions to  the  head  by  flying  frying 
pans  (these  last  were  two  married  sub- 
jects.) But  the  undeniable  result  was 
there  for  the  whole  scientific  world  to 
view:  beer  had  prevented  twelve 
deaths  by  cancer. 

The  controversy  still  continues,  and 
probably  will  for  some  time.  Like  any 
new  breakthrough,  the  shock  waves 
will  reverberate  across  the  scientific 
community  for  many  years.  But  at  last 
there  is  a light  at  the  end  of  tunnel, 
thanks  to  the  phenomenal  work  of 
Professors  Dean  and  MacKenzie.  We 
may  actually  be  living  in  the  generation 
that  sees  the  overcoming  of  cancer. 
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Introducing  a high-energy 
thinker  whose  ability  to  fuse  the 
cosmic  with  the  terrestrial 
places  him  in  the  forefront  of 
theoretical  science 


iruruER 


In  recent  months,  there  has  been  a 
marked  resurgence  of  controversy 
surrounding  the  Toike  Oike,  a U of  T 
intellectual  journal,  as  well  as 
allegations  as  to  the  paper’s  supposed, 
imagined,  quite  infactual,  and  indeed 
unfoundedly  rumoured  "sexist,  racist, 
and  homophobic”  nature  (which  is  just 
bloody  not  true!)  Ominous  magazine 
decided  to  invesigate  these  claims,  in 
order  to  offer  our  readers  an  unbiased 
perspective.  The  following  is  ace  report- 
er’s William  Cuntley  and  David 
Drinkey’s,  report: 

It  was  a tough  assighment,  so  we 
started  by  digging  up  assorted 
background  information  in  the  most 
unlikely  sources.  (You  never  know 
what  you’ll  find  encyphered  in  pigeon 
droppings  on  the  steps  of  Sid  Smith,  in 
trash  bins  behind  Simcoe  Hall,  and 
among  memos  sitting  on  Ronald 
Reagan’s  desk — we'll  never  know 
either:  we  never  checked  there.)  The 
assorted  papers  containing  the  vital  in- 
formation pertaining  to  this  story 
proved  invaluable  in  wrapping  sand- 
wiches and  plugging  a leak  in  the  oil  pan 
of  the  '57  DeSoto  we  were  using  for 
transportation  and  picking  up  dames. 
By  the  way,  I happen  to  be  a tits-man 
myself,  but  you  should  have  seen  the 
beauty  buttocks  on  this  one  gorgeous 
[censored  - Ed.  (Note  that  we  do  have 
official  censorship  here.  It  gives  me  a 
real  power  trip  sometimes,  to  be  able 
to  do  this  and  ramble  on  without  being 
cut  off,  since  all 

Jeez!  What  nerve  that  guy  has! 
Anyways,  getting  back  to  the  story... 
We  used  our  OSAP  to  establish  a base 
of  operations  in  the  Royal  Pork  Hotel, 
noted  for  its  fine  view  of  Front  Street, 
very  plush  carpets,  and  tasteful  bed- 
spreads. (Indeed  tasteful — in  fact 
delicious—  well,  maybe  not  delicious, 


but  certainly  appetizing.  Not  something 
you’d  drink  a white  wine  to,  though,  I’m 
afraid.)  First  we  checked  the  room 
thoroughly.  You  never  know  what  you'll 
find  in  a hotel  room.  We  always  check 
the  bedsheets,  for  instance. 
Sometimes  the  maid  negligently 
forgets  to  redo  them,  especially  if  the 
previous  occupant  didn’t  do  much 
sleeping  or  wasn’t  excessively  sweaty. 
Then  the  bedsheets  look  rather  spotty, 
often  wrinkley,  and  at  times  even  quite 
sploched.  Disgusting!  By  the  way,  do 
you  think  this  paragraph  is  long 
enough?  I do.  Let’s  go  on  to  the  next 
one. 

Next  we  checked  safety  features. 
First  off,  the  fire  extinguisher  (the  foam 
type)  was  well-primed  and  worked  fine. 
We  used  one  of  the  bedspreads  as  fuel 
for  the  test-fire,  along  with  the  con- 
veniently supplied  matches.  The 
television  picture  tube  came  next:  we 
verified  that  it  was  made  of  safety 
glass,  by  checking  the  fragments  for 
rounded  edges.  In  fact,  the  only  thing 
in  the  room  which  needed  fixing  was 
the  Louis  XIV  bed,  whose  canopy  hung 
dangerously  low  overhead,  and  whose 
bedposts  made  it  much  too  high  off  the 
floor,  should  one  of  us  fall  out  of  bed. 
So  we  left  the  pieces  out  in  the  hall  for 
the  maintenance  crew  to  take  away,  as 
we  had  no  use  for  them.  By  this  time 
the  bathtub  was  overflowing.  (We  were 
going  to  use  it  to  quench  the  fire  on  the 
mattress,  as  that  had  "caught  fire  too, 
and  the  extinguisher  had  run  out.)  By 
the  time  we  had  our  bathing  trunks  on  , 
in  order  to  wade  in  and  shut  the  damn 
thing  off,  the  room  was  6"  deep  in 
water.  While  David  was  wading 
through  the  water  looking  for  one  of  his 
contact  lenses  with  his  toes,  I stealthily 
jumped  on  a bed  and  threw  a broken 
lamp  in  the  water.  Dave  nearly  jumped 


through  the  ceiling — in  fact,  he  would 
have,  had  the  ceiling  been  a little  sof- 
ter. 

Oh  sorry,  I got  off  on  a tangent  there 
—we  were  supf  to  be  on  an 
assignment  of  some  sort.. .ah,  now  I 
remember!  Well,  to  make  a long  story 
even  longer,  we  finally  caught  up  to  the 
so-called  ‘Editurs’  of  the  Toike  Oike 
On  the  promise  of  free  beer,  free  pizza, 
and  fairly  inexpensive  sex,  they  were 
lured  into  Ominous  operations 
base  at  The  Royal  Pork  Hotel.  The 
following  interview  was  tape  recorded 
by  secret  microphones  hidden  up 
David’s  nose  (a  trick  he  learned  from 
President  James  Ham). 


Ominous: I understand  you  guys,  like 
edit  a newspaper,  right?  [our  reporter 
had  to  find  out  whether  these  rubby 
impersonators  were  the  right  rubby 
impersonators.  - 1 

The  Coeditors:  What?  (At  this  point, 
Peter  staggered  into  the  bedroom  with 
his  fly  open,  waving  his  dork  in  rhythm 
to  the  background  Muzak  in  the  hotel 
room.  Mark  was  trying  to  extricate  a 
beer  bottle  he  had  managed  to  lodge 
firmly  in  his  left  ear.  He  blew  his  nose 
to  release  pressure,  and  the  bottle  fell, 
pulling  out  half  his  cortex.  Since  he 
didn’t  use  it  anyway,  it  was  no  loss.) 

Ominous:  I said,  I understand  you  two 
edit  a very  controversial  newspaper.  Is 
that  right? 

Mark:  No  shit,  Sherlock! 

Ominous:  There  have  been  allegations 
bantered  around  that  your  publication 
is  the  epitome  of  prurience.  Would  you 
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like  to  comment  on  this? 

Peter  Prurience... I like  the  way  you  say 
that.  I really  do.  Now  tell  me  what  it 
means. 

Ominous:  It’s  sort  of  like 

‘homophobic'.  It  can  have  many 
meanings,  depending  on  who  uses  it  or 
how  it’s  used. 

Peter:  Well,  I don't  know  what 
'homophobic'  means  either.  Is  it  the 
fear  of  3.25%  butterfat  milk?  (Winking 
and  giggling). 

Mark:  I thought  it  meant  the  fear  of 
Man. 

Ominous:  No!  It's  fear  of  things  that 
are  the  same.  For  example,  gays  are 
the  same  as  lesbians  except  lesbians 
have  more  fun. 

The  Coeditors:  Oh.  (Thoughtful  silen- 
ce. By  now  bored  with  the  interview 
Mark  nonchalantly  draped  a J-Cloth 
over  his  face  and  proceeded  to  burst 
pimples  and  flick  the  contents  at  the 
cat.  Peter  had  slunk  his  way  over  to  the 
cat,  wearing  a catcher’s  mitt). 

Ominous:  I have  a quotation  here  from 
D-CUP  [Da  Canadian  University  Press  - 
Ed.]  They  say  that  the  Toike  is  ‘‘sexist, 
racist,  heterosexist,  mysogynist,  and 
London  mist.”  Don’t  you  care  about 
these  claims? 

Mark:  Well,  Jill,  it’s  like  this.  It  didn’t 
start  this  way,  but  as  long  as  I can 
remember,  all  of  about  two  years,  what 
did  you  say  your  name  was,  again? 

The  Toike  used  to  be  a serious  paper 
up  to  about  fifteen  years  ago,  when  it 
changed  its  format  to  consist  almost 
exclusively  of  humour.  The  first  step  in 
this  transformation  was  the  introduc- 
tion of  fictitious,  journalistic-style  ar- 
ticles satirising  the  campus  and 
political  activities  of  the  day.  This  was 
the  "Great  Leap  Forward”  in  our 
Twenty  Year  Plan. 

We  then  extended  our  lampooning  to 
parodies  of  entire  periodicals,  enabling 
us  to  exceed  the  previous  scope  of 
simple  articles  and  jokes.  In  effect, 
copying  the  layout,  format,  and  the 
style  of  a publication  became  a major 
priority  with  us  and  is  one  aspect  that 
remains  intrinsic  to  our  success  even 
today. 

Ominous:  (Suddenly  waking  up.)  How 
do  you  defend  yourselves  against  ac- 
cusations that  you  offend  women’s 
groups,  homosexuals,  and  ethnic 
minorities? 

Peter:  (Belching  magnificently.)  Our 
main  goal  has  always  been  to  publish 
humour.  Humour,  however,  is  in- 
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tangibly  multifaceted,  and,  partially 
because  of  this,  extremely  subjective, 
in  that  the  form  and  circumstances  of 
its  manifestations  differ  with 
humourists’s  socio-economic  and 
ethno-cultural  background.  Further- 
more, the  premise  of  much  contem- 
porary humour  is  the  exploitation  of  an 
individual’s  plight,  whether  that 
problem  be  actual  or  stereotypical. 
Basically,  the  degree  of  the  victim’s 
misery  determines  whether  it  may  be 
construed  as  comedy  or  tragedy. 

In  addition  to  humour  at  the  expense 
of  an  individual,  comedy  can  also  poke 
fun  at  any  high-profile  group  that  seems 
pretentious  or  fanatical  in  its  beliefs— 
for  example,  the  Moonies  or  you  know.. 

Thus  we  look  upon  humour  as  a form 
of  pseudo-socio-political  criticism. 
However,  due  to  constraints  on  time, 
material,  and  personnel,  it  is  virtually 


£ Surely  you  jest  I ^ 

• /Vo  we  don't  jest, 
and  stop  calling  us 
Shirley.  9 


impossible  to  generate  a quality 
product  with  any  great  consistency, 
and  it  is  only  with  great  irregularity  that 
we  get  any  of  this  flowing  through  our 
system.  (Excuses  himself  to  rush  to  the 
W/C). 

Mark:  In  response  to  your  original 
question,  I must  say  that  most  of  the 
humour  taken  as  "offensive”  is  sexual. 
and  is  mistakenly  branded  as  sexist. 

Ominous:  Why  print  “sexual 

humour?” 

Mark:  Basically,  because  it's  funny. 
You  see,  many  people  find  "sexual 
humour”  funny  because  sex  is,  in 
general,  still  a taboo  subject;  when  one 
speaks  of  it  with  great  frivolity  and  non- 
chalance, its  crude  or  vulgar  content 
can  become  comical. 

Conversely,  some  people  do  not  find 
sexual  humour  funny,  for  various 
reasons.  These  people  are  highly 
suspect  of  possessing  sex-related 
hangups  and  inhibitions  which  could 
adversely  affect  them  in  the  long  run, 
in  terms  of  attitude. 

One  important  point  is  that  the  Toike 


Oike  is  a passive  medium.  That  is,  a 
person  must  actively  read  it  to  absorb 
its  contents:  no  one  is  or  has  ever 
been  forced  to  read  the  material- 
neither  is  the  paper  “foisted”  upon 
anyone. 

Futhermore,  in  replying  more 
specifically  to  the  other  details  of  the 
accusations,  I do  not  consider  any 
material  in  the  last  few  years  to  be 
racist,  or  to  promote  or  even  reflect 
some  "supremist”  bias.  Certainly  no 
ethnic  or  cultural  organizations  protest 
about  our  contents! 

Alsc.,  as  I mentioned,  the  “sexual” 
humour  doesn’t  promote  sexism.  In- 
stead, it  pokes  fun  at  sex  and  its  taboos 
in  order  to  make  us  all  feel  more  "at 
home”  (for  lack  of  better  words)  with 
ourselves  and  each  other- something  I 
like  to  think  is  the  goal  of  almost  all 
humour. 

Peter  (Taking  over.)  The  claim  of 
mysogyny,  the  hatred  of  women,  is 
wholly  inappropriate.  We  do  not  hate 
women.  To  tell  the  truth,  we  think 
they’re  kinda  nice!  Nor  does  our  paper 
incite  the  hatred  of  women. 

In  fact,  it  doesn’t  incite  anyone  who 
enjoys  the  paper  to  hatred  of  any  kind, 
although  I couldn’t  say  the  opposite  is 
true. 

Mark:  Could  you  elaborate  on  that? 

Ominous:  Hey,  shut  up!  We're  sup- 
posed to  say  that!! 

Peter  What  I mean  to  say  is  that 
people  who  read  the  paper  generally 
take  it  for  what  it  is:  a humourous 
publication.  As  I said  earlier,  it  is  not 
any  sort  of  propaganda  journal,  as 
some  make  it  out  to  be,  and  thus 
doesn’t  create  hatred  in  those  who 
read  it  for  a laugh.  On  the  other  hand, 
there  have  been  some  rather  violent 
demonstrations  by  hate-filled  radicals 
who  hate  the  Toike,  even  in  recent 
history. 

Getting  back  to  another  point,  the 
term  "homophobia”,  although  generic 
in  origin  and  uncertain  in  meaning,  is, 
again,  inaccurate,  for  it  implies  an  un- 
natural fear,  as  opposed  to  a fear  of 
the  unnatural.  We  have  no  such  “un- 
natural fear”  of  gays  or  Lebanese. 

Ominous:  Just  one  final  question. 
What  are  you  planning  for  the  last 
five  years  of  the  Twenty  Year  Plan 
you  mentioned? 

Mark:  To  seek  out  new  experiences, 
visit  new  civilizations,  to  boldly  go 
where  no  man  has  gone  before! 

Ominous:  You  mean....?!?!? 

The  two  editors:  (i.e.  together)  Yes, 
we  want  to  write  for  the  U of  T 
Women's  Newsmagazine! 
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COFFEE,  TEA  OR 

SPERM?  Need  a cup  of  coffee  to 
get  you  going?  Well,  it  just  might  give 
you  that  vital  spurt  of  energy, 
especially  if  you  happen  to  be  a sperm. 
That’s  what  researchers  are  claiming, 
after  the  results  of  exhausting 
experiments  revealed  that  sperm 
spiked  with  high  levels  of  coffe,  or  its 
pharmacological  derivative,  caffeine, 
swam  twice  as  fast  as  sperm  on  a diet 
of  gatorade  and  granola. 

Recent  tests  conducted  at  the 
Olympic  Velodrome  by  Maxswell 
House  of  III  Repute  suggest  that 
caffeine  acts  as  a stimulant,  providing 
extra  energy  for  lashing  movements. 

In  the  first  heat  of  the  testing, 
conducted  early  this  month,  the 
Russian  spermatids  got  off  to  a quick 
spurt  with  the  movements  of  sure 
winners.  However,  the  U.S.  gametes, 
in  an  incredible  display  of  tail  lashing, 
were  the  winners  by  a head,  with  a 
time  of  5:26:69  for  the  6-inch  front 
stroke. 

As  the  U.S  progressed  deeper  in  the 
standings,  the  peaceful  sinuisoidal 
rhythm  of  the  tests  was  shattered.  Just 
as  the  sperm  were  about  to  get  off  their 
blocks  (or  is  that,  get  their  rocks  off?) 
for  the  final  2 x 34  (-inch)  breast-stroke, 
the  Egyptian  haploids,  in  a replication 
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of  the  1967  Suez/Sinai  experiments, 
had  sealed  off  the  Israeli  petri  dish  and 
were  demanding  increased  lubrication 
and  a larger  canal  zone. 

Luckily,  the  situation  was  rectumfied 
after  the  Israelis  threatened  usie  of 
contraceptive  foam  in  retaliation.  The 
Egyptians,  fearing  mass  spermicide, 
quickly  withdrew,  this  time  within  six 
minutes. 

During  the  same  race,  another 
interruption  occurred  when  Dr.  Vas 
Deferens  of  Sweden  announced  that 
he  had  found  high  levels  of  steroids  in 
the  East  German  cells.  Suspecting 
improper  breeding  controls,  officials 
removed  the  East  German  sperm  to 
nearby  microscope  slide  for 
observation. 

After  being  delayed  for  several 
minutes,  the  2 x 34  breast-stroke 
finally  got  underway  and  proved  to  be 
the  highlight  of  the  tests,  which 
developed  into  a demonstration  of 
incredible  determination  . by  the 
Canadian  and  French  sperm.  The  two 
cells  were  matched  stroke  for  stroke 
as  they  made  the  first  turn  and  began 
pumping  with  unabashed  frenzy  as 
they  approached  the  final  stretch. 
Suddenly,  a piercing  scream  was 
heard  as  the  French  pulled  out  and 
limped  toward  the  side.  The  Canadians 
went  on  to  an  earth-shattering  victory, 
finishing  the  tests  with  an  astounding 
record  of  five  wins  in  five  tries,  in  less 
than  two  hours. 

After  an  exhausting  night,  the  tests 
finally  came  to  a close  at  2:48  a.m.  As 
the  lights  dimmed  and  maintenance 
crews  sponsored  by  Kleenex  began 
wiping  up,  Dr.  Tess  Tosterone  was 
reached  for  comment.  She  drew 
lingeringly  on  her  Matinee  as  she 
reflected  on  some  of  the  practical 
applications  of  her  work. 

“Caffeine  can  help  infertile  men, 
clinically  known  as  artsies,  who  have 
wimpy  sperm  as  a result  of  lack  of  use. 
By  using  caffeine,  such  sperm,  barely 
capable  of  crawling  out  of  a leaky 
prophylactic,  may  actually  be  able  to 
impregnate  dogs,  sheep,  fine  arts 
students  and  other  lower  life-forms.” 
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URBAN  RENEWAL 


BREAKTHROUGHS 


This  month’s  construction  project  is 
the  building  of  a thermonuclear  device. 
Making  and  owning  an  A-bomb  is  the 
kind  of  challenge  real  men  and  women 
seek.  Would  you  want  to  be  a passive 
victim  of  nuclear  war,  when  with  a little 
effort  and  preplanning  you  can  be  an 
active  participant?  Bomb  shelters 
are  for  losers.  Who  wants  to  huddle 
underground  eating  canned  Spam? 
Winners  want  to  push  the  button  them- 
selves. Making  your  own  A-bomb  is  a 
big  step  in  nuclear-assertiveness 
training — it’s  called  Taking  Charge  (as 
Alexander  Haig  would  have  said,  bless 
him!) 

In  making  your  A-Bomb,  we  will  follow 
the  same  step-by-step  format  of  last 
month’s  “Let’s  Make  a Time 
Machine.”  Uranium  is  the  basic 
ingredient  of  the  A-Bomb.  When  the 
uranium  nucleus  splits,  it  releases 
a tremendous  amount  of  energy,  as 
well  as  other  neutrons  which  split  other 
uranium  nuclei  and  so  on.  This  is  called 
a chain  reaction.  There  are  two  kinds 
of  uranium,  the  rare  U-235  used  in 
bombs  and  the  more  common,  useless 
U-238.  Ten  pounds  of  U-235  (or  slightly 
less  for  Plutonium-239)  is  all  that  is 
necessary  for  a bomb.  Therein  lies 
your  first  problem:  acquisition. 

There  are  two  methods  of  obtaining 
enriched  uranium  or  plutonium.  One 
way  is  to  steal  it,  which  is  not  so  hard 
as  it  sounds.  There  are  several  places 
to  acquire  it:  at  conversion  plants,  fuel- 
fabricating plants,  or  manufacturing 
plants.  The  uranium  is  packaged  in  a 
convienient  size  and  security  is 
minimal.  Bring  a large  briefcase  and 
lead-lined  garbage  bags  (to  prevent 


radiation  leakage).  We  also  suggest 
doggie  bags  spaced  far  enough  apart 
within  the  briefcase  to  prevent  a critical 
mass.  Make  sure  you  wear  ‘“No 
Nukers'  make  me  go  pukers”  button 
as  you  walk  out  the  main  door.  When 
questioned  by  the  guard,  just  smile  and 
say  “Oh,  I'm  just  carrying  20  pounds  of 
Uranium-235.’’  You  can  get  other 
chances  to  steal  radioactive  fuel  while 
it  is  enroute  between  these  different 
areas,  transported  by  truck  or  aircraft. 
If  you  can’t  get  hold  of  any  enriched 
uranium,  you’ll  have  to  settle  for  com- 
mercial grade,  or  low-grade,  as  in 
university  reactors,  where  security  is 
even  more  casual  that  at  commercial 
plants,  where  it  is  semi-formal. 

If  stealing  uranium  seems  too  tacky, 
you  can  buy  it.  Unenriched  uranium  is 
available  at  any  chemical  supply  house 
or,  when  in  season,  at  Consumers 
Distributors.  However,  you  will  have  to 
enrich  it  yourself.  Quite  frankly,  this 
can  be  a pain  in  the  ass.  You’ll  need  to 
start  with  a little  more  than  50  pounds 
of  commercial-grade  to  get  the  10 
pounds  of  U-235.  Using  a little 
knowledge  gleaned  from  grade  1 2 
chemistry  classes,  or  fourth  year  arts 
and  science  chemistry,  concentrated 
hydrofluoric  acid  (easily  made  from 
three  large  crates  of  toothpaste), 
fluorine  gas  and  calcium,  plus  some 
glassware  found  in  many  kitchens, 
you'll  be  able  to  convert  uranium  oxide 
into  uranium  metal. 

Safety  Note:  Don’t  put  all  of  your 
enriched  uranium  into  one  bucket.  Use 
at  least  two  or  three  buckets  and  keep 
them  in  separate  corners  of  the  room. 
This  will  prevent  the  premature  build- 


up of  a critical  mass,  which  would  give 
your  ‘lab’  that  ‘messy  look.’ 

A few  precautions.  Uranium  is  not 
dangerously  radioactive  in  the  amoun- 
ts you  will  be  handling.  If  you  plan  to 
make  more  than  one  bomb,  it  might  be 
wise  to  wear  gloves  and  a lead  apron 
(or  at  least  a lead  jock),  available  from 
any  Dents  student.  Plutonium  is  one  of 
the  most  toxic  substances  known, 
besides  Les  Peer's  crepes.  If  inhaled,  a 
thousandth  of  a gram  can  cause 
massive  fibrosis  of  the  lungs,  hairy 
palms,  weak  eyesight,  and  other  symp- 
toms of  masturbation.  The  best  way 
to  avoid  inhalation  is  to  hold  your 
breath  or  not  to  breathe  at  all.  To  avoid 
ingesting  plutonium  orally,  follow  this 
simple  rule:  Never  make  an  A-bomb  on 
an  empty  stomach.  If  you  find  yourself 
dozing  off  while  you’re  working  or  if 
tufts  of  hair  keep  falling  out,  or  if  you 
begin  to  glow  in  the  dark,  it  might  be 
wise  to  take  a blood  count  (see 
January's  article  on  DIY  medical 
equipment  built  using  common 
automotive  parts).  And  stay  away  from 
radiation  for  a while.  For  instance, 
relax  by  watching  TV  for  a few  hours, 
or  if  you’re  feeling  really  bad,  go  to  the 
hospital  for  a few  X-rays. 

Now  take  about  five  pounds  of  the 
uranium  and  pack  it  into  a hemi- 
spherical steel  bowl  (a  stainless-steel 
salad  bowl  should  do).  Then  take  the 
other  five  pounds  and  fit  it  into  a 
second  bowl.  Hollow  out  the  body  of  an 
old  vacuum  cleaner  and  place  your  two 
hemi-spherical  bowls  inside,  open  ends 
facing  each  other,  no  less  than  seven 
inches  apart.  Use  a strong  glue  to  bind 
the  arrangement  against  the  enclosure 
to  prevent  accidental  detonation  which 
might  result  in  an  accidental  explosion. 

The  final  problem  is  to  figure  out 
how  to  get  the  two  U-235  hemi-spheres 
to  smash  into  each  other  to  set  off  a 
truly  effective  fission  reaction.  Almost 
any  type  of  explosive  can  be  utilized. 
Gunpowder  can  be  made  at  home,  or 
you  can  buy  or  steal  blasting  caps  and 
TNT  from  a construction  site.  Best  of 
all  is  C4  plastic  putty  which  is  safe  and 
can  be  molded  around  the  bomb.  Once 
in  place,  all  you  need  is  a detonation 
device,  a few  batteries,  a switch  and 
some  wire. 

As  for  storing  the  bomb,  the  garage  is 
not  recommended  because  of  high 
humidity  and  extreme  temperature 
range,  sometimes  causing  spon- 
taneous detonation.  The  hall  closet  or 
the  space  under  the  kitchen  sink  will  be 
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perfectly  suitable. 

A word  to  the  wise  about  wastes.  Af- 
ter your  A-bomb  is  built,  you’ll  have  a 
pile  of  moderately  fatal  radioactive 
waste.  It  is  not  dangerous,  but 
you  do  have  to  get  rid  of  it.  You  can 
flush  leftovers  down  the  toilet  (don’t 
worry  about  polluting  the  ocean;  there 
is  already  so  much  radioactive  waste 
there  that  a few  more  bucketfuls  won’t 
make  waves),  or  if  you’re  the  fastidious 
type  (the  kind  who  never  leaves  gum 
under  the  seat  at  the  movies),  you  can 
seal  the  nasty  stuff  in  coffee  cans  and 
bury  it  in  the  back  yard,  just  like  Uncle 
Sam  does.  If  the  neighbours’s  kids  have 
a habit  of  trampling  the  lawn,  tell  them 
to  play  over  by  the  waste.  You’ll  soon 
find  that  they’re  spending  most  of  their 
time  in  bed. 

Now  what  do  you  do  with  your  A- 
bomb?  If  your  career  forecast  is 
cloudy,  bomb  sales  may  be  the  only 
sure  way  to  avoid  the  humiliation  of 
receiving  welfare  or  unemployment.  At 
any  income  level,  it  can  be  an  in- 
valuable monetary  supplement,  and  a 
profitable  alternative  to  selling  Tup- 
perware  or  pirated  Girl  Guide  cookies. 
Don’t  forget  to  consider  the  possibility 
of  repeat  sales  to  the  same  customer, 


SCIENCE  SHORTS 

KEENER  BINGO 

Do  classes  have  you  bored?  Do 
keeners  have  you  rolling  around  in  the 
aisles  from  laughter  or  groaning 
because  of  their  moronic  questions? 
Well  now  Ominous  in  conjunction  with 
Mech  8T5  are  pleased  to  announce  the 
official  rules  to  Keener  Bingo. 

The  rules  are  bloody  simple.  Any 
Tom,  Dick,  or  J.L.  can  play.  After  two 
and  a half  months  of  classes,  (equivalent 
to  two  arid  a half  years  of  Arts),  you 
should  know  who  the  keeners  are  in 
your  class,  if  not  by  name  then  by  size 
and  shape  of  head,  whiney  voice,  etc. 
Each  participating  member  writes 
down  three  names  of  who  they  think 
will  ask  a question  that  class.  When  a 
person  that  you  have  on  your  list  asks  a 
question  or  makes  a pseudo-intelligent 
statement,  put  a check  beside 
her/his/its  name.  When  you  have  a 
check  beside  each  name,  or  three 
checks  for  one  individual  (i.e.  a line  of 
checks),  stand  up  and  yell  ‘Bingo’, 
thereby  winning  that  round.  If  you  are 
in  Eng  Sci  the  number  of  names  should 
be  increased  to  five  or  decreased  to 
one  for  those  in  Industrial  Engineering. 


JOIKE 

Arnold  Palmer  died  and  went  to 
heaven.  St.  Peter  was  really  happy  to 


as  you  can  never  have  too  many 
alphabet  bombs. 

Many  families  are  attracted  to  the 
atomic  bomb  simply  for  use  as  a 
deterrent.  A discrete  sticker  on  the  door 
or  on  the  living  room  window  saying 
“This  Home  Protected  By  A-Bomb” 
will  discourage  IRS  investigators,  cen- 
sus takers  and  Jehovah’s  Witnesses. 
And,  once  the  news  gets  out  that  you 
are  a home  A-bomb  owner,  you’ll  find 
you  have  unexpected  leverage  in 
neighbourhood  disputes  as  well  as  in 
decreasing  the  crime  rate. 

IS  IT  FOR  YOU? 

Let’s  be  honest.  Atomic  bombs 
aren’t  for  everyone.  Frankly,  there  are 
people  who  can’t  handle  the  very  idea  , 
breaking  out  in  hives  at  the  mention  of 
mega-deaths,  fallout,  radiation 
sickness  and  Wankel  rotary  engines. 
The  following  quiz  will  help  you  find  out 
if  you  have  what  it  takes  to  own  an  A- 
bomb.  If  you  can  answer  “yes”  to  six 
or  more  of  these  questions,  then  you’re 
emotionally  eligible  to  join  the  nuclear 
club.  If  not,  a more  conventional 
weapon  may  be  more  your  cup  of  tea: 
Try  botulism  toxin,  post-card  bombs,  or 
nerve  gas.  Here’s  the  quiz: 


meet  him  the  entry  gates  because 
he  had  been  practicing  golf.  He  asked 
Arnold  if  they  could  get  together  for  a 
game  of  golf  the  next  day. 

The  next  day,  Arnold  showed  up  at 
the  golf  course,  and  St.  Peter  was 
already  waiting  for  him  with  Jesus  and 
another  old  man. 

Arnold  teed-off  and  the  ball  flew  400 
feet  down  the  fairway.  St.  Peter  teed- 
off  and  hit  the  ball  200  feet.  Jesus 
went  next  and  hit  the  ball  300  feet. 

Finally,  it  was  the  old  man’s  turn.  He 
hit  the  ball  and  it  just  dribbled  off  the 
tee.  Everyone  felt  embarassed  and 
was  thinking  of  letting  him  try  again 
when  a groundhog  popped  up  out  of 
the  ground,  grabbed  the  ball  and 
started  running  down  the  fairway. 
Suddenly  an  eagle  swooped  down  and 
grabbed  the  groundhog  and  flew 
away.  Storm  clouds  started  rolling  in 
and  thunder  could  be  heard  in  the 
distance.  A lightening  bolt  hit  the  eagle 
and  he  dropped  the  groundhog.  When 
the  groundhog  hit  the  ground  the  ball 
fell  out  of  his  mouth  and  started  rolling 
towards  the  hole.  It  stopped  just 
millimeters  from  the  hole.  Then,  a 
worm  crawled  out  of  the  ground  from 
underneath  the  ball  and  nudged  it  into 
the  hole. 

Arnold  and  St.  Peter  were 
completely  astounded  and  couldn’t 
believe  the  old  man’s  luck.  Jesus  just 
looked  bored  and  turning  to  the  old 
man  said,  “Come  on  Dad,  it’s  just  a 
game!” 


1.  1 have  learned  to  say  “no”  to  the 
unfair  demands  of  others. 

2.  I subscribe  to  one  or  more  of  the 
following:  ToikeOike,  Soldier  of 
Fortune,  Hustler,  Popular  Mechanics, 
The  U of  T Women’s  Newsmagazine. 

3.  Though  I have  many  interesting 
acquaintances,  I am  my  own  best 
friend. 

4.  I know  what  to  say  after  you  say 
“Hello,”  but  I am  seldom  interested 
in  persuing  the  conversation. 

5.  I have  seen  the  movie  The  Deer 
Hunter  more  than  once. 

6.  I know  that  everyone  can  be  a 
winner  if  they  want  to,  and  I resent 
whiners. 

7.  I own  one  or  more  of  the  following: 
handgun,  videogame,  snowmobile, 
trash  compactor,  HP41 . 

8.  I am  convinced  that  radiation  sick- 
ness is  psychosomatic. 

9.  I am  aware  that  most  vegetarians 
are  sexually  impotent,  and  I eat  raw 
meat. 

10.  I have  hard  evidence  that  solar 
energy  is  a Communist  conspiracy. 


Next  month:  How  to  clone  your  neigh- 
bour’s wife  in  six  easy  steps. 


Driving  Tips.  Tip  No.  2 

Last  month,  we  covered  the 
rudiments  of  drinking  and  driving:  how 
to  open  beer  with  a seatbelt,  how  to 
down  shift  with  a beer  in  your  hand, 
and  how  to  dispose  of  empty  bottles.  If 
you’ve  been  practising  these  skills,  you 
will  no  doubt  be  experiencing  a 
propensity  for  abberent  behaviour  at  or 
near  your  twentieth  beer.  Thus  we 
introduce  our  next  topic:  accidents. 

City  accidents  If  involved  in  a serious 
accident,  pretend  to  be  injured.  The 
ambulance  attendants  will  wisk  you 
away  before  the  cops  arrive.  While  at 
the  hospital,  hide  in  a linen  closet.  This 
prevents  the  cops  from  obtaining  a 
blood  sample  and  they’ll  just  think  the 
hospital  staff  lost  you. 

Country  accidents  The  cops  rarely 
arriv/e  at  the  scene  of  an  accident  in 
the  country,  unless  you’re  dead. 
However,  on  the  following  day  they  do 
investigate  why  you  were  so  far  into 
the  woods.  In  most  cases,  you  can  use 
the  age-old  but  plausible  excuse  that 
you  drove  off  the  road  trying  to  avoid  a 
deer.  If  you  rear-ended  some  car,  say 
they  backed  into  you.  Most  of  all,  never 
admit  the  accident  was  your  fault.  A 
good  driver  can  always  make  up  a 
believable  excuse  over  a few  more 
beers  by  the  next  day.  (By  the  way,  get 
rid  of  the  whole  empty  two-four  by  next 
dawn). 
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^ OK,  David , your  choice.  Go 
home  to  mother  and  he’ll  beat  you 
^ Stay  and  I bite  your  balls  off. 
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OMINOUS 


Another  in  the  series  of  Harlotquin 
Romances: 


THE  BODY 


Caroline,  a trim  figure  smartly  clad 
in  a grey  jacket  and  skirt,  set  off  with  a 
contrasting  burgundy  silk  blouse, 
pressed  ber  finely  chiselled  lips 
together  and  shook  her  neatly-coiffed 
blonde  head  in  exasperation.  She  tried 
the  ignition  again,  pressing  her  slim, 
high-heeled  foot  firmly  down  upon  the 
accelerator.  It  was  no  use;  the  Austin 
Mini  moaned  protestingly  and  fell 
silent.  By  this  time,  the  engine  was 
flooded  as  well;  she’d  have  to  wait  a 
few  minutes. 

She  sighed.  Mother  would  be  so 
annoyed:  she  worried  so  when 

Caroline  came  in  late,  afraid  she’d 
gotten  into  some  kind  of  trouble. 
Caroline’s  normally  reserved  face 
softened  as  she  thought  of  her  invalid 
mother,  whose  life  was  so  totally 
wrapped  up  in  her  daughter’s  work. 
Every  night  she  was  an  attentive  and 
eager  audience  to  Caroline’s  account 
of  her  day,  rejoicing  with  her  in  her 
success,  and  comforting  her  in  her 
minor  defeats.  It  was  good  to  know  that 
someone  believed  in  her  work:  and  her 
mother  went  even  further,  involving 
herself  in  it  as  much  as  she  could  with 
suggestions  and  unusual,  but  practical, 
ideas. 

In  fact,  it  had  been  at  her  mother’s 
urging  that  Caroline  had  finally  chosen 
her  work,  though  she  had  felt  the 
calling  since  early  adolescence.  Left  to 
herself,  Caroline  knew  she  would  never 
have  had  the  courage  to  enter  what 
had  proved  to  be  a fulfilling  and  deeply 
rewarding  field.  She  smiled 
reminiscently,  her  expression  showing 
to  full  advantage  the  classically  lovely 
lines  of  her  oval  face,  unaware  that  she 
was  observed.  Her  eyes  swept  past  the 
tall,  powerfully-built  man  opening  the 
door  of  the  cream-coloured  Porsche 
parked  in  front  of  her,  only  vaguely 
noticing  him,  his  gaze  arrested  on  her 
face  as  she  turned  back  to  her  purse  to 
get  out  her  keys.  He  swung  into  his  car 
and  closed  the  door  as  she  turned  the 
key  in  her  ignition,  stepping  hard  on  the 
accelerator. 

The  engine  clicked  for  a few  secon- 
ds, then  caught  suddenly,  and  the  Mini 
started  with  a sickening  jerk.  Caroline 
gasped  and  slammed  on  the  brakes, 
too  late  to  avoid  the  inevitable.  There 
was  a metallic  crunch  as  she  rammed 
the  fender  of  the  Porsche  and  stopped 
dead,  stalled.  She  clung  momentarily 
to  the  wheel  in  sudden,  sick  reaction. 
The  clutch  must  have  released.  She’d 
been  having  a little  trouble  with  it, 
though  nothing  comparable  to  this.  She 


could  only  be  thankful  that  it  was  no 
worse. 

She  didn't  register  the  slam  of  the 
other  car  door  until  a clipped,  insolent 
male  voice  sounded  through  her  win- 
dow. “You  only  prove  what  I’ve  always 
found:  beauty  and  brains  don’t  mix.” 

She  looked  up.  It  was  the  owner  of 
the  Porsche.  His  dark,  angry  face,  lips 
thin  and  compressed,  looked  down  at 
her  from  his  six-foot  height.  “Well?”  he 
continued.  “Are  you  planning  to  get 
out,  or  just  sit  there  looking  feminine 
and  helpless?” 

He  opened  the  door  for  her  as  she 
picked  up  her  purse,  his  sardonic  ex- 
pression somehow  making  the  polite 
gesture  into  an  insult.  She  straightened 
beside  the  car,  closing  the  door  behind 
her.  He  had,  Caroline  realised,  reason 
to  be  annoyed;  and  she  forced  herself 
to  ignore  his  first  comments,  without 
forgetting  them.  She  took  a deep 
breath  to  calm  herself  - her  temper 
must  not  be  allowed  to  get  the  better  of 
her  - and  looked  up  at  him.  The  other 
driver  was  about  thirty-five,  wearing  a 
well-cut  charcoal  grey  suit  and  a 
cream  shirt  open  against  his  bronzed 
throat  - perhaps,  she  decided 
charitably,  because  of  the  late  after- 
noon heat. 

“If  the  heaving  bosom  was  intended 
to  impress  me,  it  won’t  work,”  his 
smooth,  insolent  accents  interrupted 
her  thoughts.  “Though  perhaps  ...”  he 


"Are  you  planning  to  get  out,  or  just  sit 
there  looking  feminine  and  helpless?" 


deliberately  let  his  voice  trail  off,  as  his 
mocking  gaze  slid  over  her  slim  body. 
“I  might  be  persuaded  to  - forget  - to  in- 
form the  insurance  agencies.”  He  held 
out  a hand  in  arrogant  assurance. 
“Your  driver's  licence.” 

Caroline  controlled  herself;  she  had 
trained  herself  to  avoid  snap  decisions. 
“I  have  no  intention  of  impressing 
anyone,  Mr. ...” 

“Oh,  is  that  why  you’re  dressed  like 
that?”  he  broke  in,  ignoring  her  implied 
question.  “You  make  yourself  attrac- 
tive for  no  reason  at  all?” 

She  kept  a tight  rein  on  the  anger 
she  felt  growing;  she  could  not  allow  it 
to  cloud  her  judgement.  "My  clothing 
is  appropriate  to  my  work,  as,  I imagine, 
your  own  is  to  yours,”  she  answered 
steadily. 

“Throws  the  clients  off  guard,  I sup- 
pose,” he  said,  raising  a saturnine 
eyebrow. 

She  almost  smiled,  but  caught  her- 
self in  time.  “Close  enough.  About  the 
accident  - I’m  afraid  my  clutch 
released  while  I was  trying  to  start  the 
car;  the  master  cylinder  has  been 
leaking  a little.  It’s  going  in  for  repair 
tomorrow.” 

“A  little  late,  isn’t  it?”  he  interjected 
scornfully.  “Frankly,  I refuse  to  believe 
this  nonsense.  You  obviously  started 
with  the  car  in  gear  - just  what  I’d  ex- 
pect from  a woman.  You  wouldn't 
recognize  a master  cylinder  if  you 
were  led  to  it.  I don’t  want  your  ex- 
cuses or  lies;  just  the  licence  and  in- 
surance.” He  held  out  his  hand  again 
imperatively. 

“I  assure  you,  Mr. — ” Caroline  tried 
again,  but  he  cut  her  off. 

“Don’t  waste  my  time.  Just  give  me 
your  papers  - or  have  you  got  any?  Is 
that  why  you’re  hesitating?  Good  God, 
they  should  never  have  let  women  on 
the  roads.” 

He  had,  she  decided,  been  given 
every  chance  to  redeem  himself.  She 
would  still  have  liked  his  name,  for  her 
records,  and  asked  directly,  “May  I 
have  your  name?  How  may  I contact 
you?” 

“You  won't  need  to,  I’ll  be  in  touch 
through  my  lawyers,”  he  said  curtly. 
“If  this  accident  was  planned  so  you 
could  meet  the  driver  of  a Porsche,  it 
won't  work,”  he  added  mockingly. 
“There  are  more  than  enough  young 
hopefuls  calling  already.” 

That  was  quite  enough;  he  qualified. 
Caroline  nodded  to  the  man,  standing 
relaxed  and  commanding  before  her  in 
serene  and  certain  knowledge  of  his 
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own  superiority,  and  reached  into  her 
purse.  He  smiled  faintly  at  her 
capitulation,  and  was  still  smiling  as 
she  pulled  out  her  Werther  .38  and 
shot  him  in  the  geometric  centre  of  his 
broad,  well-shaped  masculine  brow. 

She  strode  toward  him  as  he 
slackened  and  crumpled  to  the  ground, 
tucking  the  handgun  back  into  her  pur- 
se. Bending  over  the  still  twitching 
body,  she  ripped  open  his  fly  and, 
flicking  open  her  pearl-handled  clasp 
knife,  held  his  briefs  down  with  one 
hand  as  she  severed  his  testicles  close 
to  the  body  with  one  deft  stroke. 
Placing  these  in  a small  plastic  bag 
together  with  the  spent  cartridge,  she 
dipped  back  into  her  purse,  and  pinned 
a large,  blue-and-white  button  labelled 
‘MCP’  on  his  lapel.  Straightening  up, 
Caroline  surveyed  her  handiwork,  and 
nodded,  satisfied.  She  stepped  back  in- 
to her  car  smiling  and  wheeled  out  past 
the  Porsche  and  over  the  corpse, 
leaving  it  lying  behind  her,  what  was 
left  of  its  head  soaking  in  a widening 
pool  of  blood  in  the  setting  sun. 

She  glanced  at  her  watch  as  she 
turned  onto  the  main  road.  She’d  have 
to  hurry:  it  was  already  twenty  past. 
There  had  better  be  no  more  delays, 
she  thought,  patting  her  purse  af- 
fectionately. That  one,  at  least,  was 
worth  it.  She  pulled  up  with  a screech  of 
brakes  outside  the  townhouse,  and 
hurried  in,  calling,  "Mother?  Sorry  I'm 
so  late,  I was  held  up,”  as  she  ran  up 
the  stairs. 

The  familiar  creak  of  a wheelchair 
rolling  over  the  old  wooden  floors 
heralded  her  mother’s  appearance  at 
the  door  of  the  kitchen.  She  was  a 
regal  old  woman,  still  alert  and  active 
despite  her  handicap.  Though  in  her 
seventies,  her  neatly  waved  gray  hair 


and  careful  choice  of  clothing  com- 
bined to  make  her  look  at  least  ten 
years  younger.  Only  her  withered, 
useless  legs  betrayed  her  age;  and 
these  she  always  kept  covered  by  an 
unusually-worked  quilt. 

"No  worry,  dear,  dinner  isn't 
spoiled.  As  long  as  you’re  safe,"  the 
older  woman  smiled.  Caroline  noticed 
the  sound  of  water  boiling,  and  relaxed. 
If  her  mother  had  kept  the  pot  on  the 
stove  for  her,  she  hadn’t  been 
seriously  worried.  "How  was  your  day, 
Carlie?” 

Caroline  grinned.  "Even  better  than 
usual.”  Her  mother  wheeled  eagerly 
up  to  the  table  as  Caroline  pulled  four 
small,  bloody  plastic  bags  out  of  her 
purse,  setting  them  down  in  a row  on 
the  placemat.  Her  mother  picked  them 
up  in  turn,  inspecting  each  and  nod- 
ding critically. 

"Excellent,  my  dear.  You  had  no 
trouble?" 

Caroline  shook  her  head.  "No,  they 
never  expect  it.  That  .38  was  a great 
birthday  present,  Mother.  It’s  much 
easier  to  handle  than  the  old  sawed- 
off.” 

"And  not  as  much  danger  of 
damaging  the  pelt,"  her  mother  added. 
She  looked  off  into  the  distance, 
calculating.  "Could  you  take  these  and 
drop  them  into  the  tanning  solution, 
Carlie?  It  should  be  about  ready.” 

Caroline  smiled  assent  and  picked 
up  the  plastic  bags,  carrying  them  over 
to  the  pot.  Her  mother  watched  her 
closely,  looking  assessingly  at  the  con- 
tents of  each  bag  as  Caroline  dropped 
them  gently  in.  As  the  younger  woman 
finished,  her  mother  nodded  again, 
satisfied.  "You  know,  dear,  with  these 
four,  I think  I’ve  got  enough  to  make 
another  quilt.” 


SCIENCE 


Professor  Merril  Blackstone  of  the 
University  of  Gander  recently  put 
forward  a Theory  of  Relativity  which 
stands  conventional  thought  on  its  ear. 
According  to  Blackstone,  the  problems 
involved  in  calculating  the  speed  of 
light  make  it  impractical  to  make 
other  speeds  relative  to  it. 

Blackstone  noted,  "Aside  from  the 
problem  of  depressing  the  stop/start 
button  on  my  stopwatch  so  fast, 
conditions  dictate  that  all  studies  must 
be  made  in  the  dark.  Students  keep 
stumbling  into  equipment  and  it’s 
almost  impossible  to  read  their  notes." 

"We  would  all  be  able  to  see  what 
we’re  doing,”  said  Blackwell,  "if, 
instead  of  studying  the  speed  of  light, 
we  were  to  study  the  speed  of  dark.  It 
seems  to  travel  a lot  slower,  too.” 

"Consider,”  he  continued  "how 
difficult  it  is  to  take  samples  of  light  for 
thorough  analysis.  Whereas  if  sealed 
properly,  you  can  even  keep  dark  in 
cardboard  boxes." 

Like  most  new  theories, 
Blackstone's  Theory  of  Relativity  is 
receiving  much  criticism.  But  if  he  has 
his  way,  students  all  over  the  country 
will  be  flocking  into  darkened  rooms  for 
physical  study. 

Jf 

Two  horses  were  standing  in  a 
stable,  talking. 

Said  the  first:  "You  know,  a funny 
thing  happened  to  me  last  week.  I was 
running  a race,  and  was  three  lengths 
behind  going  around  a bend.  Suddenly, 
I felt  something  warm  and  moist  bet- 
ween my  legs,  and  I shot  forward,  win- 
ning the  race  by  a neck!" 

“Amazing!"  replied  the  second. 
"Just  yesterday  I was  at  the  track,  two 
lengths  behind  in  the  last  stretch.  Sud- 
denly I felt  something  warm  and  moist 
between  my  legs.  Before  I knew  what 
was  happening,  I had  won  the  race  by 
a full  length.” 

While  the  two  horses  pondered  this 
puzzling  phenomenon,  a greyhound 
slipped  in  under  the  stable  door.  Said 
the  dog:  "I  couldn’t  help  overhearing. 
The  same  thing  happened  to  me  last 
weekend.  I was  chasing  the  rabbit 
around  the  track,  trailing  the  rest  of  the 
pack,  when,  suddenly,  I felt  something 
warm  and  moist  between  my  legs. 
Before  I knew  it,  I was  leading  the 
pack,  and  subsequently  won  the 
race!" 

One  of  the  horses,  by  now 
thoroughly  dumbfounded,  turned  to  the 
other  and  said:  "Look!  A talking  dog!” 

* 

What  do  American  beer  and  making 
love  in  a canoe  have  in  common? 

Both  are  fucking  close  to  water! 
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Right  now  you  hold  a copy  of  OMINOUS  magazine,  the 
pioneer  and  current  leader  in  high  tech,  meretricious, 
pseudo-scientific,  glossy,  crap-oriented  journalism  and 
generally  pathetic  haute  vulgarisation  of  abstruse  or 
complex  matters,  easily  recognizable  by  its  gaudy,  lurid 
cover,  whose  captions  pertain  in  no  manner  to  the  inner 
content.  Reading  OMINOUS  every  month  is  a most 
emetic  experience.  Our  readers  are  seized  with 
convulsions  at  the  sight  of  the  wealth  of  inanities  that 
OMINOUS  offers:  lack  of  documentation  of 

parascientific  breakthroughs  that  aren’t  happening  right 
now  and  aren’t  likely  to  occur  in  the  foreseeable  future, 
half-baked  SF  stories  which  inspire  flea-bitten  warthogs 
and  other  Artsies  to  quasi-religious  mysticism  and 
devotional  contemplation  of  their  navels,  a plenitude  of 
absurd  and  irrelevant  information  about  the 
phenomenlogy  of  video  games,  and  crude  cartoons 
which  make  cave  murals  look  like  Marvel  comics.  In 
each  issue,  you’ll  be  submitted  to  such  delightful  things 
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My  transfer  from  TGH  to  the  botany 
ward  at  the  Clarke  had  been  effected 
without  incident.  The  massive  radiation 
burns  I had  been  suffering  from  were 
healing  nicely,  thank  you,  and  apart 
from  a life-threatening  secondary 
infection,  my  days  were  essentially 
numbered. 

On  the  morning  that  I was  switched, 
my  sleep  had  been  especially  troubled. 

I dreamt  I was  back  behind  the  wheel 
of  my  V- 20  Volkswagen,  feeling  the 
indescribable  high  of  9 g's  of 
acceleration  pressing  the  very  life  out 
of  me.  However,  reality  rudely  came 
into  focus  as  the  handle  of  a 
broomstick  was  jammed  into  my  ribs, 
bruising  some,  cracking  others,  as  a 
huge,  hairy  lumbering  oxe  of  a nurse 
fairly  beat  me  awake  at  six  in  the 
morning. 

"Get  up,  you  lazy  vegetable!”  she 
snarled,  hitting  me  twice  over  the 
head,  "It’s  time  for  your  morning 
exercises.”  Ha.  Morning  exercises 
consisted  of  hydraulically  pressurized 
enemas  of  ice-cold  glycerine  shoved 
just  about  up  to  your  liver.  Needless  to 
say,  the  thought  didn’t  keep  me  awake 
nights  with  anticipation. 

"Go  to  hell!”  I muttered  sleepily, 
and  then  landed  a stinging  wallop  of  a 
punch  on  her  ape-like  jaw.  Five 
minutes  later,  she  staggered 
backwards  drunkenly  and  then  landed 
in  a mountain  of  used  bedpans. 

The  deafening  crashes  barely 
succeeded  in  rousing  some  of  the 
more  comatose  patients,  while  others 
just  rolled  around  in  their  fertilizer. 
Eventually,  some  of  the  doctors  would 
have  to  leave  the  nurses  alone  and 
come  to  investigate,  so  I decided  to  act 
quickly.  Jumping  from  my  bed,  I raced 
out  into  the  hallway  and  hopped  into  a 
large  canvas  covered  truck  marked 
"Human  Excrement". 

Some  hours  afterward,  I finally 
managed  to  avoid  becoming  the  soup 
du  jour  in  the  cafeteria  by  jumping  from 
the  second  story  window  and  out  into 
the  street. 

Once  out  on  the  road,  I hailed  a cab 
and  forced  the  driver  to  take  me  home 
at  stool-point  (I  took  one  from  the 
canvas  truck  in  the  hospital).  Upon 
reaching  home,  the  cabbie  careened 
wildly  past  my  driveway,  one  foot 
stamping  on  the  gas  pedal  and  the 
other  catching  my  buttocks  unaware.  I 
tumbled  and  sommersaulted  for  about 
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fifty  yards  until  my  head  came  to  rest 
against  a brick  wall. 

Shaking  my  head  groggily,  I realized 
that  I was  back  in  the  very  garage 
where  I'd  created  my  Amazo-Volks. 
Adrenalin  surged  through  my  near- 
radioactive carcass.  I thought  back  to 
that  glorious  race  with  the  Vette.  But 
then  I remembered  what  the  Civic  did 
to  me  afterwards,  and  so  I knew  what  I 
had  to  do. 

I welded  the  door  of  the  garage  shut 
and  began  planning  my  new  'Revengo- 
Mini'.  Over  the  next  three  months, 
borrowing  heavily  on  a “How  to  Do  It” 
book  of  fusion  reactors  and  pausing 
only  occasionlly  for  some  megavitamin 
therapy  to  keep  my  body  from  expiring, 
I was  finally  able  to  incorporate  a 
fusion  device  into  the  back  seat  of  a 
Mini.  My  day  of  revenge  had  finally 
arrived. 

Straining  several  muscles  and  joints, 
I just  barely  succeeded  in  pushing  the 
two  and  a half  ton  Mini  out  into  the 
street  and  back  to  the  same 
intersection  where  I'd  seen  the  Civic 
before.  I settled  down  to  wait. 

Several  days  passed  by  fruitlessly, 
and  I'd  almost  finished  eating  the 
stuffing  in  the  passenger  seat  when  I 
heard  a familiar  rumble.  Sure  enough, 
the  very  same  fission  powered  Honda 
Civic  pulled  up  beside  me.  He  thought 
nothing  of  my  unpretentious  Mini  as  he 
sat  there  eyeing  the  rusted,  aging  hulk 
with  its  fractured  rear  windows.  He 
couldn't  know  that  the  entire  back  end 
of  my  car  was  a lead-lined,  heavy- 


water  filled  fusion  reactor  laying 
dormant  and  awaiting  my  commands. 
These  extreme  precautions  were 
necessary  so  as  to  avoid  mutating  into 
a hundred  different  grotesqueries 
while  I sat  there.  A look  of  mild 
surprise  crossed  his  face  when  he 
recognized  me.  That  look  soon  gave 
way  to  chuckling,  and  my  knuckles 
whitened  on  the  steering  wheel. 

“Wanna  drag?"  I blurted,  unable  to 
contain  myself. 

“You  must  be  out  of  your  mind!”  he 
shot  back  with  a moronic  grin  on  his 
belt-sanded  face.  A little  bit  of  baiting 
was  in  order  here.  I turned  the  key  hard 
to  the  right  and  listened  with 
anticipation  for  the  tinny,  metallic 
clacking  of  the  75hp.  engine  that 
normally  loafed  around  under  the  front 
hood.  It  sputtered  and  hacked 
stubbornly  but  finally  caught  hold, 
pouring  volumes  of  noxious  fumes  into 
the  air.  The  Civic  driver  sneered, 
thumbed  his  nose  at  me,  stuck  out  his 
tongue,  and  then  farted.  Evidently,  he 
was  unimpressed.  I felt  the  hair  stand 
up  on  the  back  of  my  neck  as  I fought 
down  the  urge  to  ram  a crowbar  into 
his  appendix. 

Unexpectedly,  he  slid  two  vents  on 
his  roof  shut  and  sent  the  core 
temperature  of  his  reactor  up  several 
thousand  degrees.  Paint  peeled  off  my 
fenders  and  little  rivulets  of  metal 
streamed  off  my  car  as  he  closed  yet 
another  vent.  I nearly  blacked  out  from 
the  pain  of  third  degree  burns  to  my 
face,  but  the  same  uncontrollable  rage 
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that  overcame  me  last  year  managed 
to  keep  me  biologically  alive. 

"Stand  ready,  pus-face,”  I growled. 

I quickly  donned  an  electronic  head 
harness  that  was  connected  to  a 
thought  wave-work  converter  on  the 
dashboard. 

"Drag-race  mode,"  I thought  to 
myself,  and  the  75hp.  engine 
maneuvered  two  gigantic  heat 
exchangers  into  position  on  either  side 
of  the  car.  The  Civic  driver  suddenly 
shut  his  face.  A look  of  panic  and 
confusion  replaced  his  idiotic  grin. 
Reaching  behind  him,  he  pulled  several 
cadmium  rods  out  from  the  reactor 
walls  and  managed  to  raise  the  core 
temperature  so  high  that  it  felled  an 
entire  flock  of  Canadian  geese  from 
the  sky.  Momentarily  impressed,  I felt  I 
should  reciprocate. 

"Fusion,"  I cogitated,  and  behind 
me  in  the  lead  lined  reactor,  two  5 
million  watt  pulse  lasers  focussed 
their  searing  blasts  on  a single  150  kg. 
block  of  solid  Hydrogen.  The  entire  2 Vz 
ton  frame  of  the  Mini  shuddered  as  a 
fusion  reaction  of  unparalled  fury  was 
initiated  under  a protective  blanket  of 
heavy  water. 

Raw  energy  crackled  around  me, 
electrifying  the  air  as  temperatures  of 
well  over  a million  degrees  Kelvin  were 
unleashed  into  the  atmosphere  by  the 
heat  exchangers.  The  stench  of  ozone 
nauseated  me,  and  the  357  K 
temperature  inside  the  passenger 
compartment  made  my  breathing  very 
difficult. 

"Sub-critical!”  I demanded,  and 
powerful  magnetic  dampers  came  into 
play,  not  only  controlling  the  flow  of 
plasma  through  the  reactor,  but  also 
pulling  the  fillings  out  of  my  teeth.  The 
Civic  was  definitely  unnerved.  It  was 
then  that  I decided  to  switch  control  of 
the  plasma  flow  over  to  a manual 
control-stick  bolted  to  the  floor  in  front 
of  me. 

Easing  back  gently  on  the  stick,  the 
temperature  gauge  rocketed  up  to 
"Extremely  Hot"  and  the  heat 
exchangers  began  glowing  a dull 
orangey-red.  As  far  as  the  Civic  was 
concerned,  my  display  was  better  than 
a mouthful  of  Ex-Lax.  He  quickly 
shovelled  some  half-dozen  containers 
of  Uranium  forcefully  into  the  reactor. 
His  eyes  shot  quickly  over  to  me  as  he 
strapped  himself  in.  I flashed  back  a 
sinister  yet  apathetic  grin  and  then 
pulled  back  on  the  stick. 

The  watch  on  my  wrist  lagged 
several  seconds,  as  relativistic  time- 
correctors  were  slow  to  compensate 
for  the  energy  leap.  Winking  at  my  foe, 
I tugged  the  stick  back  to  halfway  and 
the  sun  moved  fifteen  degrees  in  the 
sky.  By  now,  the  heat  exchangers  were 
creaking  and  groaning  with  metallic 
frustration  for  being  so  hard  pressed  to 


dissipate  the  near  nova  temperatures 
in  the  fusion  core. 

The  temperature  gauge  signalled. 
"Dangerously  Hot”,  and  a quick  glance 
at  the  Mass-spectrometer  confirmed 
that  I had  already  synthesized  seven 
new  elements  in  the  back.  All  around 
me,  radiation  pouring  from  the  badly 
overstrained  shielding  bathed  the 
surroundings  in  an  eerie  green  glow. 

The  Civic  jockey  nearly  lost  his  mind 
at  this  point,  but  somehow  managed  to 
shove  the  car  in  drive  and  took  off  in  a 
early  lead.  I knew  that  I could  catch 
him,  so  I wrenched  back  on  the  control 
stick  so  hard  that  I uprooted  its 
mechanical  guts  from  the  floor. 
Momentarily  appearing  in  yesterday, 
the  relativistic  time  correctors  whined 
in  protest  but  somehow  succeeded  in 
returning  me  intact  to  the  present  to> 
chase  the  Civic. 

The  temperature  gauge  pulled  a 
knife  on  me  but  the  sudden 
acceleration  of  95  g’s  blasted  me  back 
so  hard  that  my  ribs  clicked  together 
and  my  eyes  bounced  off  the  back  of 
my  skull.  The  buildings  around  me 
melted  into  a blur  as  I reached  one 
tenth  the  speed  of  light  in  23 
milliseconds.  Feeling  my  body  pick  up 
an  extra  seventy  pounds  of  mass,  I 
found  it  difficult  to  look  through  the 
ionic  shower  of  the  Civic’s  reactor  for 
my  opponent.  But  I know  I must  have 
already  passed  the  Civic  because  I 
saw  a piece  of  his  fender  embedded  in 
my  windshield.  So  somewhere  along 
the  way,  I had  triumphed  but  I had  also 
neglected  to  install  an  efficient  braking 
system,  which  seemed  a good  idea 
right  now.  Finding  it  difficult  to  stay 
awake  as  my  life  flashed  before  me, 
the  answer  to  my  problem  suddenly 
appeared  in  a flash,  shorting  out 
several  lobes  of  my  brain.  I quickly 
opened  the  door  and  stepped  outside, 
being  treated  to  the  indescribable 
sensation  of  having  my  ass  ripped  in 
half  at  sublight  speeds. 

I slid  on  my  can  for  what  seemed  like 
three  miles  before  grinding  to  a halt.  I 
stood  up  quickly  and  inspected  the 
three  inch  deep  abrasions  on  my 
cheeks.  Flames  sprouted  from  my  ass, 
driving  me  to  jump  in  a puddle.  As 
clouds  of  steam  rose  around  me,  a 
feeling  of  intense  serenity  descended 
over  me.  (It  was  probably  acute  death 
setting  in).  I had  actually  won!  I did,  I 
did,  I really  did. 

Then,  as  suddenly  as  it  came,  that 
serene  feeling  departed.  Apparently,  I 
had  reappeared  in  the  23rd  century.  I 
beat  them  all  but  there  was  no  one  to 
impress.  But,  minor  setbacks  never 
stop  true  genius,  so  if  the  medicine  of 
this  century  can  help  me,  I intend  to 
put  transdimensional  hyperdrive  on  a 
Kawasaki  and  then  ....I  have  to  find 
someone  to  take  on.  k 


An  engineer  and  medsie  named  Ross 
walked  into  the  can  one  day.  The 
engineer  finished  his  business  and 
walked  out.  Ross  quickly  washed  his 
hands  and  ran  after  the  engineer. 

Catching  up,  Ross  said,  "Excuse 
me,  but  in  Medical  School  they  taught 
us  to  wash  our  hands  after  urinating. 

Why  didn’t  you  wash  your  hands?" 

“Because  in  Engineering  they 
taught  us  not  to  urinate  on  our  hands.” 
replied  the  engineer. 

2 000  UFO’s  were  spotted  over  Buf- 
falo. Which  ones  did  Irv  Weinstein 
report? 

The  ones  that  were  on  fire. 

What  comes  after  69? 

Mouthwash. 

What’s  green  and  eats  nuts? 

Gonnorhea. 

How  can  you  tell  if  a girl  from  Alberta 
is  on  her  period? 

She's  only  wearing  one  sock. 

Why  don't  Polish  people  eat  pickles? 

They  can’t  figure  out  how  to  get  their 
head  in  the  jar. 

Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the  Newfie 
who  went  out  hunting? 

He  was  following  some  tracks  for 
several  miles,  and  was  hit  by  the  train. 

What  do  soy-beans  and  bananas  have 
in  common? 

They’re  both  meat  substitutes. 

Where  do  you  get  virgin  wool  from? 

Ugly  sheep. 

What  is  the  sound  heard  prior  to  a 
pubic  hair  hitting  the  ground? 

PtooeyU 

If  sex  is  a pain  in  the  ass,  you’re  doing 
it  wrong. 

What’s  the  definition  of  a lion? 

A pussy  that  eats  you. 

An  equestrian  starlet  named  Barr, 

Said  "My  act’s  made  me  sexwise  bizzare 

Since  my  two  bareback  steeds 

Move  at  two  different  speeds 

I’ve  been  stretching  a good  thing  too 

far!" 

A joke  forartsies 

Descartes  was  Flying  Air  France.  A 
stewardess  walked  up  to  him  and 
politely  inquired,  "Would  you  like  some 
tea  or  coffee?"  Descartes  considered 
for  a moment  and  then  replied,  "I  think 
not"  and  promptly  disappeared,  k 
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$6,251 
. $7-89| 
. $89.00 


| ■ Remember  that  at  Exceltronix.  all  prices  are  send  wsh).  Minimum  order  Is  SlOblus  $3  fw  ship-  y -m 

1 _ .,1  negotiable  to r quantity  purchases.  It  you  cannot  P'h9-  Ontario  residents  must  »M 17  /o  [master  charge  ] 

raj  * FT  !f  ft  3$.'e  attord  large  quantities  on  your  own,  how  about  sales  ta*.  Visa  and  Mastercard  accepted,  send  I I 

F~  1 a Starting  a Co-oo  card  No.,  signature,  expiry  data  and  name  ol  bank.  ^ ,4 

319  COLLEGE  STREET,  TORONTO,  ONTARIO,  CANADA,  M5T  1S2  (416)  921-5295 
ALL  PRICES  ARE  IN  CANADIAN  FUNDS,  9%  FEDERAL  SALES  TAX  INCLUDED 


CHECK  OUT  SURPLUSTRONICS  INC.  AT  310  COLLEGE  ST. 


Rocks 

Nightly 


ENTRANCE 
OFF  COLLEGE 
AT  UNIVERSITY 


1 





Says  Bill, 


“The  only  thing  in 
the  whole  world, 

I like  better  than 

Jello  Pudding 
is 

D.J.’s  Buffet 
Bonanza.” 

“At  D.J.’s,  draft, 
well,  it’s  the 
real  thing.” 


WITH  LIVE  BANDS 


NOV.  1-12 

THEGROTTYBEATS 

NOV.  13th 

PERFORMER 

NOV.  15-20 

FEATURES 

Thursday  is  Ladies  Night 
Disco  Wednesday  thru  Saturday 


HYDRO  PLACE^ 

700  University  Ave. 

5950700 


BUFFET  $2.99 

TAX  INCLUDE! 

BONANZA 


Present  this  coupon  with  $2.99  for  a complete  dinner  of  either 
homemade  lasagne,  cannelloni,  chicken  cacclatore  or  dally  special 
with  salad  and  D.J.’s  homemade  bread  and  butter.  This  coupon 
valid  after  5 p.m.,  for  dinner  Monday  to  Friday. 

Offer  expires  December  23, 1982 


